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DEDICATION. 



Mt deae D». T0WN8END. 

The dedicatioii of my little yolume to 
you, is equally a pleasure to me, and an offering 
due to you, who, in early life, fostered my love 
for our old Authors, and taught me to understand 
and to venerate our liturgy. It has been a labour 
of love to make the one, as it were, an exponent of 
the other. 

Such as it is I offer it with a better founded hope 
than had '' dan John Lydgate," (when he composed 
his partly mythological, partly traditional, history 
of Troy,) for his readers, 

'* That 80 be that they not ne read 
In all this book no rhetorikes new, 
Yet this I hope, that they shall find all true." 

Under all circumstances, 

lam, 

Dear Dr. Townsend, 
Tour's with respect and affection, 

H. E. M. 



PREFACE. 



The similarity between the title of this little work 
and that of " The Cieristian Yeab," will indicate 
that the idea is not original which led to its com- 
pilation; it is offered to the public in the belief 
that many will derive pleasure in cherishing their 
feelings of devotion by the words of authors who 
have ennobled and sanctified our land and lan- 
guage. 

" One generation shall praise Thy works to 
another, and shall declare Thy mighty acts," are 
the expressions of an inspired Poet, whose words 
will be remembered till the end of time; it is 
beautifully illustrative of this saying, and of the 
article of our Creed, "the communion of saints," to 
shew that so many voices, under such diversities of 
time and circumstance, have uttered the same sen- 
timents, and set forth the same great truths. 
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As a selection of specimens from our sacred 
Poets, it is hoped that this Christian Year with 
them, will he found tolerahly complete, the especial 
ohject heing to choose a piece appropriate for each 
holy day. A few slight alterations have heen ne- 
cessary, and the old spelling is modernised ; hut 
every change has heen made sparingly, and with 
care not to misrepresent the meaning of the original. 




DIES CONSECMTI : 



OR A 



CHRISTIAN YEAR 



WITH THE OLD POETS. 



Pornittjgi. 

Lam. ill. 22, 23.~It is of the Lord's mercies that we are 
not consumed, because His compassions fail not. They 
are new every morning; great is Thy faithfulness. 

"When first thine eyes unveil, give thy soul leave 

To do the same ; our bodies but forerun 

The spirif s duty — ^true hearts spread and heave 

Unto their God, as flowers do to the Sun. 

Give Him thy first thoughts; — so then thou shalt 

keep 
Him company all day, and in Him sleep. 

Yet never sleep the Sun up — prayer should 
Dawn with tiie day. — There are set awful hours 
'Twixt Heaven and Earth — the manna* was not 

good 
After sun-rising—far-day suUies flowers— 
Else to prevent the Sun — sleep doth sin glut, 
And Heaven's gate opens when the World's is 
shut. 



A CHEISTIAN TEAE 



"Walk with thy fellow-creatures j note the hush 
And whispering among them— not a spring 
Or leaf, but hath his morning hymn — each bush 
And oak doth know "I AM." — Can'st thou not 

sing? 
Oh! leave thy cares and follies — go this way 
And thou art sure to prosper all tne day. 

Serve Grod before the World — let Him not go 
Until thou hast a blessing — then resign 
The Whole unto Him — and remember who 
Prevailed by wrestling ere the sun did shine. 
Would'st thou be blessed? — thy sins and follies 

weep, 
Then, journeying on, an eye to Heaven keep. 

Mornings are mysteries — the first world's youth, 
Man's resurrection, and the future's bud 
Shroud in their births — the cro^vn of fight, life, 

truth, 
Is styled fhe star, the stone, and hidden food — 
Three blessings wait upon {hem — one of which 
Should move — they make us holy, happy, rich. 

When the World's up, and every swarm abroad, 
Keep well thy temper — mix not with each clay ; 
Despatch necessities. Life hath a load 
Which must be carried on, and safely may. 
Yet keep these cares without thee; let thy heart 
Be God^ alone, and choose Uie better part. 

H. Vatjohan, 1695. 



WITH THE OLD POETS. 



Ye tliat have spent the silent night 

In sleep and quiet rest, 
And joy to see the cheerfiil light 

Tliat riseth in the East ; 

Wow clear your voice, now cheer yonr heart, 

Come help me soon to sing. 
Each willing sprite come bear a part, 

To praise the Heavenly King. 

And you whom care in prison keeps. 

Or sickness doth suppress ; 
Or secret sorrow breaks your sleeps. 

Or dolours do distress; 

Yet bear a part in doleful guise ? 

Yea, thii^ it good accord, 
And acceptable sacrifice. 

Each sprite to serve the Lord. 

The dreadfol night with darksomeness, 

Had overspread the light; 
And sluggish sleep with drowsiness. 

Had overprest our might; 

A glass wherein you may behold 
Each storm that stops our breath, 

Our bed the grave, our clothes the mould. 
And sleep like dreadful death. 

Yflty as this deadly night did last 

But for a little space. 
And heavenly day, now night is past, 

Doth show his pleasant mce ; 

So must we hope to see GK>d's face, 

At last, in heaven on high. 
When we have changed this mortal place 

Eor immortality. 



A CHBISTIAN TEAB 



And of such hopes and heavenly joys 

As there we hope to hold, 
All earthly sights and worldly toys 

Are tokens to hehold. 

The day is like the day of doom, 

The sun, the Son of Man; 
The skies, the heavens — the earth, the tomb, 

Wherein we rest till then. 

The rainbow bending in the sky 

Bedecked with sundry hues. 
Is like the seat of God on high, 

And seems to teU these news — 

That as thereby He promised 

To drown the world no more; 
So by the blood which Christ has shed. 

He will our health restore. 

The misty clouds that fall sometime, 

And overcast the skies, 
Are like to troubles of our time 

"Which do but dim our eyes; 

But as such dews are dried up quite 

When Phoebus shews his face ; 
So are such fancies put to flight, 

"When: God doth guide to grace. 

The little birds which sing so sweet, « 

Are like the an^^els voice, 
"Which render God his praises meet, 

And teach us to rejoice. 

And as they more esteem that mirth 

Than dread the night's annoy, 
So must we deem our days on earth, 

But poor to heavenly joy. 
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Unto wMch joys for to attain, 

God grant ns all his ffrace, 
And send us after worldly pain, 

In heaven to have a place; 

Where we may still enjoy that light, 

Which never shall decay. 
Lord, for thy mercy, lend ns might. 

To see that joyful day. 

Geosoe Gascoigite, 1560. 
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6 A CESISnAN TEAB 



(Bwttittjg. 



P8. cxli. 2. "Let my Prayer be aet forth before Thee as 
incense; and the lifting up of my hands as the eyening 
sacrifice. 

The night is come, like to the day, 

Depart not thou, great God away; 

Let not my sins, black as the night. 

Eclipse the lustre of thy light. 

Keep in the horizon; for to me 

The sun makes not liie day, but Thee. 

Thou, whose nature cannot sleep, 

Sentry on my temples keep; 

Guide me from those watcnfal foes 

Whose eyes are open whilst mine close. 

Let no dreams my head infest, 

But such as Jacob's temples blest. 

Whilst I do rest, my soul advance ; 

Make my sleep a holy trance, 

That I may (my rest being wrought) 

Wake into some holy thought; 

And with an active vigour run 

My course, as doth the nimble sun. 

Sleep is a death, oh! make me try 

By sleeping what it is to die; 

And as gently lay my head 

On my grave as on my bed. 

However I rest, great God let me 

Awake again at last with Thee. 

And thus assured, behold I lie 

Securely, or to wake or die. 

These are my drowsy days: in vain 

I now do wake to sleep again: 

Oh! come sweet hour when I shall never 

Sleep again, or wake for ever. 

Snt T. Beowne. 



LOBD, should we oft forget to sing 
A thankful eyenin^ son^ of praise, 

This duty, they to mind might bring. 
Who oiirp among the bushy sprays. 

Eor, to their perches they retire, 
When first the twilight waxeth dim; 

And every night that sweet-voiced quire 
Shuts up the day-light with a hymn. 

Ten thousandfold more cause have we, 
To close each day with praiseful voice, 

To offer thankful hearts to Thee, 
And Ui Thy mercies to rejoice. 

For, from Thy wardrobe clothed we are, 
Our health we do by Thee retain; 

Our daily bread Thou dost prepare. 
And givest ease when we have pain. 

Therefore for aU Thy mercies past; 

For those this evening doth afford; 
And which for times to come Thou hast. 

We give Thee hearty thanks, Lord! 

Continued let Thy bounties be. 
And from our ghostly foes despite, 

(Tho* we deserve it not from Thee), 
Defend us this ensuing night. 

When we shut up in darkness lie. 

Let not the guilt of any sin. 
App ear our souls to terriry, 

W ith fears which bring despairings in. 

But free from harms and slavish fear. 
Let us a peaceful rest obtain : 

That when the morning shall appear. 
We may renew Thy praise again. 

GEOBaE WiTHEE. 1628. 
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The clouds that round the mountain side, 
In hovering forms majestic glide, 
Illumined by the solar beam, 
With various tints of glory gleam ; 
To pure religion's raptured eye, 
These seem the portals of the sky; 
Expanded bv the seraph choir. 
Glad in bngnt robes of heaveidy fire, 
Prom them proceeds the star-paved way, 
That leads to realms of endless day; 
To tiie Eternal Father's throne, 
Where, may His gracious edict say 
To me, the meanest subject of his Son, 
" Beceive thy meed — servant of Ckfd; — 
weU done. 
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^intdsg* 



Behold we come dear Lord to Thee, 

And bow before Thy throne ; 
We come to offer on onr knee, 

Onr vows to Thee alone. 

Whate'er we have, whate'er we are, 

Thy bounty freely gave; 
Thou dost US here in mercy spare, 

And wilt hereafter save. 

Bnt oh! can all onr store, afford 

No better ffiffcs for Thee? 
Thus we confess Thy riches, Lord, 
And thus, onr poverty. 

'Tis not onr tongue or knee can pay, 

The mighty debt we owe; 
Par more we should^ than we can say 

Par lower should we bow. 

Come then, my sonl, bring all thy powers, 
And grieve thbn hast no more; 

Bring every day thy choicest hours. 
And tiiy great God adore. 

But, above all, prepare thy heart 

On this, His own blest day; 
In its sweet task to bear thy part. 

And sing, and love, and pray. 
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2 TdIv i. 13.— Hold fast fhe form of sound words. 

In my religion, I dare entertaiiii 

No fancies liatched in mine own weak brain; 

Nor private spirits; but am ruled by 

The scriptures and that Chuirch Authority 

Which with the ancient faith doth best agree; 

But new opinions will not down with me. 

When I would learn, I never greatly care, 

So truth they teach me, who my teachers were; 

In points of faith, I look not on the man; 

Nor Beza, Calvin, neither Luther can 

More things, without just proof, persuade me to, 

Than anj honest parish clerk can do. 

The ancient fathers, where consent I find 

Do make me, without doubting, of their mind, 

But where in his opinion, any one 

Of those great pillturs I shall find alone, 

(Except in questions which indifferent are. 

And such as till his time unmoved were) 

I shun his doctrine; for this swayeth me 

" No man alone in points of faith can be." 

Geobge Withek. 1630. 
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1 Cob. xiv. 33, 40.— God is not fhe author of confu- 
sion, but of peace, as in all churches of the saints. Let 
all tilings be done decently and in order. 

What ! prayer by the book, and common? 

Yes, why not? 
The spirit of g[race 
And siipplioation. 
Is not ieffc free alone 
Eor time and place. 
But manner too. To read, or speak by rote 
Is all alike to him who pays 
With heart, that with his month he says, 
They that in private, by themselves alone 
Do pray, may take 
What fiberty tiiey please, 
In choosing of the ways 
Whereof to make 
Their sonls most intimate affections known 
To Him who sees in secret, when 
They axe most concealed from other men. 
But he that nnto others leads the way, 
In public prayer. 
Should choose to do it so 
As all that hear may know. 
They need not fear 
To tune their hearts unto his tongue, and say 
Amen — ^nor doubt they were betrayed 
To blaspheme where tney should have prayed. 
Devotion will add life unto the letter, 
And why should not 
That which authority 
Prescribes, esteemed be 
Advantage got, 
If prayer be good, the commoner the better. 
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Bom. zili. 11, 12. --And that knowing fhe time that 
now it is high time to awake out of sleep ; for now is our 
salvation nearer than when we believed. The night is 
fjEur spent, tiie day is at hand; let us therefore cast ofif the 
works of darkness, and let ns put on the armour of 
light 

At what time wilt Thou come? when shall the cry 
« The Bridegroom cometh!" fill the sky? 

Shall it in the eyening run 
When our words and works are dcMae? 
Or, will Thy all surprising light 

Break at midnight, 
When either sleeps or some dark pleasure, 
Possesseth mad man, without measure? 
Or, shall those early, fragrant hours 

IJnlook Thy howers? 
And with their blush of light descry 
Thy locks crowned ydth Eternity? 
Indeed, it is the early time. 
That with Thy glory best doth chime; 
All then are stirring — every field 

Eull hymns doth yield — '- 
The whole creation shakes off ni^ht. 
And for Thy shadow, looks the light 
Stars now vanish without number; 
Sleepy planets, set and slumber; 
The pursy clouds disband and scatter; 
All expect some sudden matter; 
Not one beam triumphs, but from fiEur 

The morning star — 
Oh! at what tune soever. Thou 
(Unknown to us) the heavens will bow. 



And, with Thy angels in the van, 
Descend to judge poor careless man; 
Grant, I may not all stagnant lie, 
In a corrupt security — . 

gHiere, ii a traveller water crave, 
e finds it dead, and in a grave;) 
But, as a restless, vocal spring. 
All day and night doth run and sing; 
(And, though here bom, yet 'tis acquainted 
Elsewhere, and flowing, keeps untainted) 
So let me, all my busy age, 
In Thv free services engage. 
And though while here, of force I must. 
Have commune sometimes with the dust; 
And in my flesh, though vile and low. 
Must in an earthly channel flow; 
Yet, let my course, my aim, my love. 
My aspirations, be above — 
So when that day and hour shall run, 
And Thou, thyself, shall be our sun. 
May I be dressed and on my way. 
Watching the break of Thy great dav. 

H. Vauohait. 
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^mn& ^undag in ^Avrnt 

Rom. XV. 4.— Whatsoever tilings were written afore- 
time, were written for our learning, that we^ through 
gatience and comfort of the Scriptures might have 
ope. 

Oh Book! oh infinite sweetness! let my heart 

Suck every letter and a honey gain, 

Precious tor any grief in anv part, 

To clear the breast, to molity all pain. 

Thou art all health, health thriving till it make 

A full eternity: thou art a mass 

Of strange delights where we may wish and take. 

Christians look here: this is the thankful glass. 

That mends the looker's eyes; this is the well 

That washes what it shews; who can endear 

Thy praise too much? thou art heaven's Heffes here. 

Working against the states of death and hell. 

Thou art joy's handsel — Heaven lies flat in thee 

Subject to every mounter's bended knee. 

Ot, Herbeet. 1633. 
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SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

Is. V. 9, 11, 20, 21.— "Woe unto them that join house to 
house, that lav field to field, that they may be placed alone 
in the midst of the earth. 

Woe unto them that rise early in the morning that they 
may follow strong drink. 

Woe unto them that call evil good, and good evil, that 
put darkness for light, and light for darkness. 

Woe unto them that are wise in their own eyes and pru- 
dent in their own sight. 

"Woe to the worldly man, whose coveteous 
Ambitioii labours to join house to house, 
Lay field to field, till their enclosures edge 
The plain, girdling the country with one hedge ; 
That leave no place unbought, no piece of earth, 
Which they will not engross, making a dearth 
Of all inhabitants, until they stand 
Unnei^hbour'd, asunblest, within their land. 
This sin cries in God's ear, who hath decreed 
The ground they sow shall not return the seed ; 
They that unpeopled countries to create 
Themselyes sole Lords — ^made many desolate. 
To build up their own house, shall find at last, 
£uin and sudden desolation cast 
Upon themselves ; their mansion shall become 
A desert, and their palace prove a tomb j 
Their vines shall barren be, their land yield tares ; 
Their house shall have no dwellers, they no heirs. 

Woe unto those that with the morning sun. 
Else to drink wine; and sit till he hath done 
His weary course; not ceasing until night 
Have quenched their understanding with the light. 
Men that live thus, as if they Hved in jest, 
Tooling their time with music and a feast; 
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That did exile all sounds from their soft ear, 
But of the harp; must this sad discord hear — 
Composed in threats — ^the feet that measures tread 
Shall in captiyity he fettered; 
Famine shall scourge them for their vast excess, 
And Hell reyenge their monstrous drunkenness. 

Woe unto those that countenance a sin, 
Siding with vice that it may credit win 
By their unhallowed vote; that do henight 
The truth with error; putting d^k for light, 
And light for dark, that call an evil good, 
And would hy vice have virtue understood. 

Woe unto those that drunk with self conceit, 
Yalue their own designs at such a rate 
Which human reason cannot reach ; that sit 
Enthroned, as sole monopolists of wit; 
That outlook reason, and suppose the eye 
Of nature hlind to their discovery. 
Whilst they a title make to understand 
Whatever secrefs hosomed in the land; - 
But God shall imp their pride, and let them see 
They are hut fools in a suhlime degree ; 
He shall hring down and humhle those nroud eyes, 
In which Mse glasses only, they lookea wise. 
That all the world may laugh, and learn hy it. 
There is no folly like pretended wit. 

Woe unto those that draw iniquity 

With cords, and hy a vain securify 

Lengthen the sinfiil trace, 

Who rather than they will commit no sin. 

Tempt all occasions to let it in — 

As if there were no God, (who must exact 

The strict account for every vicious fact) 

"No judgment after death — " If any he. 

Let him make speed ^ (they say) ** that we may see. 
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Why is his work retarded by delay ? 

Why doth himself thus linger on the way? 

If tnere be any judge or future doom, 

Let it, and him wim speed together come." 

Unhappy men! that challen£^e and defy 

The coming of that dreadful Majesty! 

Better by much for you, did He reverse 

His purposed sentence on the Universe, 

That time's revolving hand would lag the year. 

And so put back His day which is too near — 

Behold! His signs advanced, like colours fly. 

To tell the world that His approach is nigh — 

And, in a furious march He s coming on. 

Swift as a raging inundation ; 

To scour the sinful world, 'gainst which is bent. 

Artillery that never can be spent; 

Bows, strung with vengeance, and flAme^feathered 

darts. 
Headed with death, to wound transgressing hearts: 
His chariot wheels, wrapt in the whirlwind's gyre 
His horses, hoofed with flint and shod with Are; 
In which amaze, where'er they fix their eye. 
Or on the meltii^ earth, or up on high, ' 
To seek heaven's shrunk lights; nothing shall 

appear 
But night and horror in their hemisphere ; 
Nor shall the aflSighted sense more objects know. 
Than darkened skies above, and hell below. 

Henet Bp. op Chichestee. 1660. 
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^U\& ^ttiidag in JidJp^nl. 

1 Cor. iv. 4.— I know nothing by m^rself, yet am I not 
hereby justified, but He that judgeth me is the Lord. 

Oh thou Great Arbiter of life and death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial sun, 
Whose all prolific beam has called me forth 
Prom darkness, teeming darkness; where I lay: 
The worms inferior, and in rank beneath 
The dust I tread on — high to bear my brow^ 
lo druoJ^ the spirit of the golden day, 
And triumph in existence; and could know 
No motive out Thy love; and hast ordained 
A rise in blessing, with the Patriarch's joy: 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown. 
I trust in Thee, and know in whom I trust, 
Or life or death is equal, neither weighs. 
All weight is this — oh! let me live to Thee. 

Young. Night Thoughts, 
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THIRD SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

1 Cob. iy. 5.— Therefore judge nothing before fhe time, 
until the Lord come, who both will bring to liffht the 
hidden thines of darkness, and will make manifest the 
counsels of the heart. 

Gbreat Judge of all, how we vile wretches quake. 
Our guilty bones do ache; 
Our marrow freezes when we think 
Of the consuming fire 
Of Thine ire,— 
And horrid phials Thou shalt make 
The wretched drink; 
When Thou the wine-press of thy wrath shall tread 

With feet of lead. 
Sinful rebellious clay ! what unknown place 
Shall hide it from Thy face ! 
When earth shall vanish from Thy sight: 
The heavens that never err'd, 
But observed 
Thy laws, shall from Thy presence take their flight. 
And killed with glory, their bright eyes stark dead, 
Start from their head: 
Lord, how shall we, 
Thine enemies, endure to see 

So bright so killing majesty ? 
Mercy, dear Saviour : thy judgment seat 
We dare not. Lord, entreat ; 
We are condemned already, there. 
Mercy, vouchsafe one look 
On thy Book 
Of Life ; Lord, we can read the saving Jesus here. 
And in his name our own salvation see : 

Lord, set us free. 
The book of sin. 
Is crossed within ; 
Our debts are paid by Thee. 

Mercy \ "B^.lkTUS^ 




Is. XXX. 27, 30. --Behold the name of the Lord cometh 
from £eu:, buming with his anger. 

And the Lord shall cause his glorious voice to be 
heard^ 

Hear^st tKotl, my sovl, whdt serious things, 
Both the Psalm and Sybil sings? 
Of a sure Judge, from whose sharp ray, 
The world in flames shall fly away? 

Oh! that fire! before whose face 
Seayen and Earth shall find no place! 
Oh! those eyes! whose angry light 
Must be the day of that dread night — 

Oh! that trump! whose blast must run 
An even round with circling sun, 
And urge the murmuring graves to bring 
Pale mankind forth to meet their King. 

Horror of nature! hell and death! 
When a deep mournful groan beneath 
Shall cry " we come, we come," and all 
The cayes of night repeat the call. 

Oh! that Book! whose leayes so bright 
"Will set the world in perfect light; 
Oh! that Judge! whose hand, whose eye, 
None can endure, yet none can fly! 

Ah! then, poor soul, what wilt thou say, 
And to what patron choose to pray? 
When stars themselyes shall stagger, and 
The most firm foot no more can stand. 

But thou giVst leaye, dread Lord, that we 
Take shelter from thyself, in Thee j 
And with the wings of thine own doye, 
riy to ihe sceptre of soft loye. 
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Oh Lord! remember in that day 
Who was the cause Thou cam'st this way; 
Thy sheep was stray'd — and thou would'st be 
E'en lost thyself in seeking me. 

Shall all that labour, all that cost 
Of love, and e'en that loss be lost? 
And this lov'd soul judged worth no less 
Than all thy grief and weariness? 

Mercy, my Judge! mercy I cry, 
With blushing cheek, and bleeding eye, 
The conscience-colours of my sin 
Are red without, and pale within. 

Oh let thine own compassion pay 
Thyself; and so discharge thai aay. 
If sin can sigh, love can forgive, 
Oh! say the word, my soul shall Hve. 

Those mercies which thy Mary found, 
Or who thy Cross confessed and crown'd ; 
Hope tells my heart these mercies be 
Still alive, and still for me. 

Though both my prayers and tears combine. 
Both worthless are, tor both are mine; 
But Thou thy bounteous self stiU be. 
And shew thou art — by saving me. 

Oh! when thy last frown shall proclaim 
The flocks of goats to folds of name. 
And all thy lost sheep found shall be; 
Let " Come ye blessea," then call me. 

Oh! hear a suppHant heart all crushed. 
And crumbled into contrite dust; 
My hope, my fear, my Judge, my Friend! 
Take charge of me and of my end. 

Ceashaw. 
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Luke ii. 11.— Unto you is bom this day in the city of 
David a Saviour, whicn is Christ the Lord. 

The shepherds sing, and shall I silent be? 

My God, no hymn for Thee? 

Mv soul's shepherd too; a flock it feeds, 

Of thoughts and words and deeds. 

The pasture is Thy word; the streams Thy grace; 

Enriching all the place: 

Shepherd and flock shall sing, and all my powers 

Outsing the day-light hours. 

Then we will chide the Sun, for letting night 

Take up his place and right. 

We sii^ one common Lord, and he shall be 

The light thro' day or night to me. 

Qt. Hebbebt. 
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CKRISTMAS DAT. 

This is the month, and this the happy mom, 
Wherein the Son of Heaven's Eternal King, 
Of wed4ed maid, and virgin mother horn. 
Our great redemption from ahove did hring; 
For so the holy sages once did sing, 

That He, our deadly forfeit should release. 
And with His Father work us a perpetual peace. 

That glorious form, that light insufferahle. 

And that far-heaming hlaze of majestv. 

Wherewith He wont at Heaven's high council-table, 

To sit the midst of Trinal Unity, 

He laid aside; and, here with us to he, 

Forsook the courts of everlasting day. 
And chose with us a darksome house of mortal clay. 

Say heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein 

Afford a present to the Infant God? 

Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain, 

To welcome Him to this his new ahode? 

Now, while the heaven, by the sun's team untrod, 

Hath took no print of tne approaching light, 
And all the spangled host keep watch in squadrons 
bright. 

See, how from far, upon the eastern road. 
The star-led wizards haste with odours sweet: 
Oh! run, prevent them with thy humble ode, 
And lay it lowly at his blessed feet; 
Have tnou the honour first thy Lord to greet, 

And join thy voice unto the Angel quire. 
From out his secret altar touch'd with nallow'd fire. 

Milton. 
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CHEISTMAS DAT. 

St. Luke ii. 10.— Behold, I bring you good tidings 
of great joy. 

Jerusalem, rejoice for joy, 
Jesus, the star of most l>eauty 
In thee is risen as righteous Boy, 
From darkness to illume thee! 
With glorious sound of angel glee. 
My Pnnce is bom in Bethlehem, 
"Wno shall thee make from thraldom free, 
Uluminare Jerusalem! 

With angel's light in legionis. 
Thou art illumined all about; 
Three kings of strange regionis 
To thee are come witii lusty route, 
All drest with diamants about, 
Beverst with gold in everv hem; 
Sounding attonis with a shout, 
Bluminare Jerusalem ! 

Tbe raging tyrant that in thee rang, 
Herod, is exued and his of&pring — 
The land of Juda, that josit wrang, 
In thee is risen thy rigtteous King ! 
So high, so mighty is, and so ding. 
When men his glorious titles name. 
Heaven, earth, and hell shall make echoing, 
Uluminare Jerusalem ! 

His coming knew all element. 

The air, the stars did him perceive. 

The water, when dry, he on it went ; 

The earth that trembled, burst, and heaved ; 
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The sun, when he no light could give, 
The cross, when He death did contemn, 
The stones, when they in pieces clave, 
Illnminare Jem^em ! 

The dead Him knew that rose upright, 
Which long time had the earth hdn under ; 
Crippled and hlind declared his might. 
That healed of them so many hunder ; 
!N^ature Him knew and did great wonder. 
When He of virgin was bom, but wem ; 
Hell, when its gates were broken asunder, 
lUuminare Jerusalem ! 

Dtjnbab, 




\ 
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Acts vii. 55, 66, 69.~Stephen being full of the Holy 
Ghost, looked up steadfastly into Heaven, and saw the 
glory of God, and Jesus standing on the right hand of 
God : and said, Behold I see the heavens opened, and 
the Son of Man standing on the right hand of God. 

And they stoned Stephen, calling upon God, and say- 
ing. Lord Jesus receive my spirit. 

Thy saints are gone into a world of light, 

And we are Imgering here; 
Their very memory is clear and bright. 

And our sad thoughts doth cheer. 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast, 
Like stars upon some gloomy grave, 

Or those faint beams in which the hill is drest, 
After the sun's remove. 

I see them walking in an air of glory. 
Whose light doth trample on my days. 

My days, wich are at best but dull and hoary, 
Mere glimmerings and decays. 

Oh! holy hope, and high humility, 

High as uie heavens above ! 
These are your walks, and you have shewed them 
me, 

To kindle my cold love. 

Dear, beauteous death, the jewel of the just, 

Shining nowhere but in the dark, 
What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust. 

Could men outlook that mark! 

He that hath found some fledg'd bird's nest, may 
know, 

At first sight, if the bird be flown; 
But what mi field, or grove, he sings in now. 

That is to him unknown. 
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And vet, as Angels in some brighter dreams, 
Call to the soul when man doth sleep; 

So some strange thoughts transcend our wonted 
themes, 
And into glory peep. 

Oh! father of eternal life and all 

Created glories! unto Thee 
Besume this spirit from this world of thrall, 

Into true liberty. 

Either disperse the mists which blot and fill 

The fair perspective as thev pass! 
Or else remove me to that hill, 

Where I shall need no glass! 

H. Vafghan. 
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^i. Jfilm's iag. 



Bby. i. 1.— The revelation of Jeius Christ, which God 
gave unto him, to shew unto His servants tilings wMch 
must shortly come to pass ; and he sent and sij^iified it 
by his angel unto his servant John. 

This day 
We sing 
The Mend of our eternal Xing, 
Who in his bosom lay, 
And kept the keys 
Of his profound and glorious mysteries ; 
Which, in the world dispensed by his hand, 

Made it stand 
Fix'd in amazement to behold the light 

Which came 
Erom the throne of the Lamb, 

To invite 
Our wretched eyes (which else could nothing see 
But fire and sword, hunger and miseryj 

To anticipate by their ravish'd sight, 
The beauty of celestial delight. 
Mysterious God, regard me when 1 pray, 
And, when this load of clay 

Shall fiaJl away. 
Oh! let thy gracious hand conduct me up 
Where on the Lamb's rich viands I may sup; 

And, in this iMt supper, I 
May, with thy Mend, in thy sweet bosom lie, 

For ever, in eternity. 
Hallelujah. 

Bp. Taylor. 
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Matt. ii. 16.— And he slew all the children that were 
in Bethlehem, and in all the coasts thereof. 

Hail you sweet babes! that are the flowers 
Whom, when you life begin to taste, 

The enemy of Christ devours, 
As whirlwinds down the roses oast. 

First sacrifice to Christ you went, 

Of offered lambs a tender sort; 
With palms and crowns, you innocent 

Before the sacred altar sport. 

Dbxtmhond. 
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THE INNOCENTS* DAT. 

I SAW their infants' spirits rise to Heaven, 

Caught from their birth up to the throne of God, 

There thousands and ten thousands I beheld 

Of innocents like these that died untimely 

By violence — 

Or by the mercy of that gracious Power 

Who gave them being, taking what he gave, 

Ere they could sin or suffer like their parents. 

I saw them in white raiment, clothed with flowers 

On the feir banks of that resplendent river, 

Whose streams make glad the city of our God. 

Water of life, as clear as crystal, swelling 

Forth from the throne itself, and visiting 

Fields of a Paradise that ne'er was lost; 

Where yet the tree of life immortal grows 

And bears its monthly fruit, twelve kinds of fruit, 

Each in its season, food of saints and angels. 

Whose leaves are for the healing of the nations. 

Eeneath the shadow of its blessed boughs 

I marked these rescued infants in their schools. 

By spirits of iust men made perfect, taught 

The glorious lessons of Almighty love. 

Which brought them thither by the readiest path, 

From the world's wilderness of dire temptation, 

Securing thus their everlasting weal. 

Yea, in the rapture of that hour, though songs 

Of cherubim, to golden lyres and trumpets, 

And the redeemed upon the sea of glass. 

With voices like the sound of many waters. 

Came on the ear, whose secret cells were opened 

To entertain celestial harmonies. 

The small sweet accents of those little children 
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Pouring out all the gladness of their souls 
In love, joy, gratitude, and praise to Him, 
Him, who na!a loved and washed them in his hlood. 
These were to me the most transporting strains, 
Amidst the hallelujahs of all Heaven. 

The harp of Heaven 
Had lacked its least, hut not its meanest string. 
Had children not heen taught to play upon it. 
And sing from feelings all their own, what men 
Nor angels can conceive of creatures horn 
Under the curse, yet from the curse redeemed, 
And placed at once heyond the power to fall. 

J. MoNTGOMEKY. Pelican Island. 
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ilitJtdag aftjr (Kliitistmas. 

Gal. iv. 1, 4, 3.~Now I say, that the heir, as long 
as he is a child, differeth nothing from a servant, though 
he be lord of all. 

When the fulness of the time was come, God sent 
forth His Son, made of a woman, made imder the law, 
to redeem them that were under the law, that we might 
receive the adoption of sons. 

How blest the time, when the day-bearing night, 

Drove the rebuked shades from HeaVn away. 
When a briffht dawn of angels, with new light. 

Amazed tiae midnight world, and made a day 
Which morning knew not; at the glorious sight. 

The simple shepherds ran in haste to pay 
Their tribute to the babe, whose wondrous birth 

Was thus proclaimed by heavenly hosts to earth. 

'Twas then heaven glittered with a new-bom light. 

On which, as on a glorious stranger, gazed 
The golden eyes of night, whose beam made bright, 

The way to Bethlehem and as boldly blazed 
(Nor asked leave of the sun,) by day as night. 

By whom (as HeaVn^s illustrious handmaid), rais'd 
Three kings, (or what is more) three wise men went 

Westwtupd, to find the worlas true Orient. 

That the great an^el-blinding light should shrink 

His blaze, to shine in a poor shepherd's eye, 
That the unmeasured Ood so low should sink. 

As prisoner in a few poor rags to lie ; 
That from His mother's breast He milk should drink, 

Who feeds with nectar Heaven's fair fSamily: 
That a vile manger. His low bed should prove, 

Who on a throne of stars abides above. 
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That He, whom the Sun serves, should faintly peep, 

Through clouds of infant ileab; that He, the old 
Eternal "Word, should be a child and weep; 

That He, who made the fire, should fear the cold, 
That Heaven's high Majesty his court should keep 

In a clay cottage, by each blast controlled ; 
That Gloiy's self should serve our griefs and fears. 

And free Eternity submit to years. 

And further — that the law's Eternal Giver, 
Should bleed in his own law's obedience. 

And to the circumcising knife deliver 
Himself, the forfeit of his slaves* offence ; 

That the unblemished Lamb, blessed for ever, 

Should take the mark of sin, and pain of sense, 

That a pure spirit should incarnate be. 

And Life itself wear death's pale livery. 

These are all wonders in one welcome sight, 

Eternity shut in a span. 
Summer in winter, day in night. 

Heaven in earth, and God in man. 

"Why art thou troubled Herod? what vain fear 

Thy blood-revolving breast to rage doth move? 
Heaven's Xing, who quits himself, weak flesh to wear. 

Comes not to rule in wrath, but serve in love. 
Nor would he this thy fear'd crown from thee tear. 

But give a better, with Himself above. 
Poor jealousy! why should he wish to prey 

Upon thy crown who gives His own away? 

CrA-SHAW. 

" Sospetto d* JHerode*' slightly altered. 
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©k (Kincumrisiott xrf (|ktisi 



Lu. ii. 21." And when eight days were accomplished 
for the circumcising of the child, his name was called 
Jesus, which was so named of the Angel before He was 
conceived in the womb. 



Ye flaming Powers, and winged Warriors bright, 
That erst with music and triumphant song, 
First heard by liappy watchful shepherds' ear, 
So sweetly sang your joy the clouds among, 
Through the soft silence of the list'ning night, 
Now mourn, and if sad share with us to bear. 
Your fiery essence can distil no tear, 
Eum in your sighs, and borrow 
Seas wept from our deep sorrow; 
He, who with all Heaven's heraldry, whilere 
Enter*d the world now bleeds to give us ease ; 
Alas! how soon our sin 
Sore doth begin 
His infancy to seize I 



more exceeding love, or law more just I 

Just law indeed, but more exceeding love ! 

For we, by riffhtful doom remediless, 

"Were lost in death, tiU He, who dwells above, 

High throned in secret bHss, for us frail dust 

Emptied his glory even to nakedness. 

And tiiat great covenant which we still transgress, 



z 
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Entirely satisfied. 
And the fall wrath beside 
Of vengeful justice, bore for our excess ; 
And seals obedience first with wounding smart, 
This day ; but ! ere long, 
Huge pangs and strong 
"Will pierce more near His heart. 

Milton. 
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BYMN TO THE NAME OF JESIJS. 

I SING the Name whicli none can say, 
But touched with an interior ray ; 
The name of our new peace, our good ; 
Our bliss and supernatural food ; 

Awake my glory ! soul, (if such thou be) 

And that fair word at all refer to thee j 
Awake and sing, 
And be all wing! 
Bring hither thy whole self, and let me see 
What of thy parent heaven yet speaks in thee. 

Wake lute and harp. 

And every sweet lipped thing 

That talks with tuneful string ! 
Help me to meditate mine inunortel song. 

Cheer thee my heart. 

For tihiou too hast a part 

And place in the great throng. 

Powers of my soul, be proud 

And speak aloud 
To all the dear bought nations this redeeming name. 
And all the wealth of one rich word proclaim. 

Oh ! thou compacted 

Body of blessmgs! spirits of souls extracted! 
How many unknown worlds there are 
Of comforts which thou hast in keeping! 
How many thousand mercies there 
In pity's lap lie sleeping! 
Happy is he who has the art 
To awake them 
And to take them 
Home, to lodge within his heart. 
Oh that it were as it was wont to be, 
When thy old friends, on fire, all fall of thee, 
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Eonght against frowns with smilesi gave glorious 

chase 
To persecutions^ and against the face 
Qf death and fiercest dangers, durst with hraye 
And sober pace, march on to meet a grave. 
On their bold breasts about the world they bore 

Thee; 
And to the teeth of hell stood up to teach Thee, 
In centre of their inmost souls they wore Thee, 
Where rack and torments strove in vain to reach 
Thee. 

Welcome dear, all-adored name ! 

Por sure there is no knee 

That knows not Thee ; 
Or, if there be such sons of shame, 
Alas ! what will they do 
When stubborn necks shall bow 
And crouch before the light of Thy dread Majesty. 
The y that by love*s mild dictate now 

Will not adore Thee, 
Shall then, with just confusion bow 
And break before Thee. Ceashaw. 
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Hatt. ii. 1, 2."Wlien Jesus was bom in Bethlehem 
of Judea, in the days of Herod the king, behold there ' 
came wise men from the East to Jerusalem, saying, 
where is he that is bom King of the Jews? for we naye 
seen his star in the East and are come to worship Him. 

Deep in Sabea's fragrant groves retired, 

Lonf had the Eastern sages studious dwelt; 

By love sublime of sacred science fired ; 

Long had they trained th' inquiring youth, 

With liVral hand the bread of wisdom dealt, 

And sung in solenm yerse mysterious truth. 

The sacred characters they loved to trace, 

Derived fi^m Egypt's elder racej 

And all that Greece, with copious learning fraught 

Thro' diflferent schools, by various masters taught ; 

And all Arabia's glowing store 

Of fabled truths and rich poetic lore. 

Th' admiring East their praises spread 
And yet with humble eyes themselves they viewed; 
And oft in melancholy strain 
The fond complaint renewed. 
How little yet they knew, how much was learned 

m vain. 
Eor human guilt and mortal woe 
Their sympathising accents flow; 
Their hallowed prayers ascend in incense pure; 
They mourned the narrow bounds assignea 
To me keen glances of the searching mind; 
They mourned the ills they could not cure. 
They mourned the doubts they could not clear; 
They mourned, that Prophet yet, nor Seer 
The Great Eternal had made known. 
Or reached the lowest steps of His immortal throne. 
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And oft, the starnr cope of heayen beneath^ 

When days tumnltaons sounds' had ceased to breathe, 

"With fixed feet, as rooted there 

Through the long night they drew the chilly air, 

While, gliding o*er tiieir head 

In solemn silence dread, 

Th^ ethereal orbs itiieir «hining course pursued. 

In holy trance enwrapt the sages stood. 

With folded arms laid on the xeyerend breast. 

And to that heayen they knew, their orisons addrest 

A star appears! they mark its kindling beam, 
0*er nighrs dark breast uaausual splendours stream. 
The lesser lights that deck the sky, 
In wondering silence softly gliding by. 
At the fair stranger seemed to gaze. 
Or yeiled their trembKng fires, and half withdrew 
their rays. 

Th* unwonted sight the sages saw; 

And hailed the joyftil sign with pious awe j 

They knew 'twas none of all the train 

With which in shadowy forms, and shapes uncouth, ; 

Monsters of earth and of the main. 

Remote from nature as from truth, ! 

Their learned pens the sky had figured o'er-, 

No star with such kind aspect shone before-; 

Nor e'er did wandering planet stoop so low 

To guide benighted pi^rims through this y.ale of woe. 

The heayenly impulse they obey, 
The new-bom light directs their way^ 
Through deserts neyer marked by human tread. 
And biUowy wayes of loose unfaithful sand, 
O'er many an unknown hill and foreign strand. 
The silyer clue unerring led; 
And peopled towns they pass, and glittering spires, 
No cloud could yeil its light, no sun could c^ueuftk 
its fires. 
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Thus passed the venerable Pilgnms on, 
Till Salem's stately towers before them shone, 
And soon their feet her hallowed pavements prest. 
I^ot in her marble courts to rest, 
Erom pomp and royal state aloof, 
Iheir shining guide its beams withdrew; 
And points &eu path, and points-their view 
To distant Bethlehem's most lowly roof, 
There the bright sentinel kept watch. 
While other stars arose and set ; 
For there, beneath its humble thatch, 
Weakness and power, and heaven and earth were 
met. 

Now sages, now your search give o'er! 
Believe, fall prostrate, and adore! 
Here spread your spicy gifts, your golden offer- 
ings here! 
"No more the fond complaint renew 
Of human guilt and mortal woe ; 
Of knowle^e checked by doubt, and hope with fearj 
What angels wished to see, ye viewj 
What angels wished to learn, ye know. 
Peace is proclaimed to man, and heaven begun below. 

Mbs, Babbauu). 
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THE EPIPHAOTf . 

Is. xliz. 12, 13, 26.— Behold these shall come firom 
far: and, lo, these from the north and from the west; 
and these from the land of Sinim. Sing^ heavens; 
and be jojrful, earth; and break forth into singing, 
mountains: for the Lord hath comforted his people, 
and will have mercy upon his afflicted. And all nesh 
shall know that I the Lord am thy Sayiour and thy 
Bedeemer. 

As those three kings, touched with a sacred zeal. 
By presents rich made royal offertnre, 
Our new-bom Saviour's blessing to procure, 
(Bom in an ox-stall for our public weal:) 
when in adoring Him, they did reveal 
His godhead, by those gifts they did assure ; 
So let Eaith, Hx>pe, and Love, make overture 
Of new salvation, which themselves conceal 
In this base mortal stable, sins foul place; 
Where of eternal loys thev may present 
To my salvation (oom of Thy free grace) 
Such rich propines,* as, from Thy &ospel sent, 
By precious incense, may my spirit brmg 
Tne termeless praises of my God to sing. 

Babnaby Babnes. 



* Promises— foretaste. 
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4pitst ^ttttdag af ^r ih^ (Bpi^hang. 

Is. xliv. 23.— Sing, ye heavens, for the Lord hath 
done it : shout, ye lower parts of the earth: break forth 
into singing, ve mountains, forest, and every tree 
therein: for tne Lord hath redeemed Jacob, and glo- 
rified himself in Israel. 

Who can forget, never to be forgot, 

The time that all the world in slumber lies; 

When like the stars, the singing angels shut 

To earth, and heaven awaked all his eyes, 

To see another sun at midnight rise 

On earth; was never sight of pareil fame, 

Por God at first, man like Himself did frame, 

But now, God like a mortal man became. 

A child he was, and had not learned to speak, 
That with His word, the world before did make ; 
His mother's arms him bore, he was so weak, 
That with one hand the va^s of heaven could 

shake; 
See how small room my infant Lord Aoth. take, 
Whom all the world is not enough to hold; 
Who of His years, or of His age hath told? 
Never such age so young, never a child so old. 

And yet. He is but newly infanted, 
And yet already he was sought to die ; 
Yet scarcely bom, abeady banished ; 
Not able yet to go, and forced to fly; 
But scarcely fled away^, when by and bye 
The tyrant* s sword with blood is all defiled. 
And Rachel to her sons, with fury wild 
Cries; oh! thou cruel king! and on! my sweetest 
chHd! 
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The angels caxord loud their song of peace; 
The cursed oracles were stricken dumb; 
To see their Shepherd the poor shepherds press! 
To see their £ing) the kindly wanderers come; 
And them to guide unto his Master^s home 
A star comes dancing up the orient, 
That springs for joy over the starry tent, 
Where gold, to make their King a crown, they 
all present. 

What hath man done, that man shall not undo, 
Since God to him hath grown so near akin? 
Did his foe slay him? he shall slay his foe: 
Hath he lost all? he all a^ain shm win. 
Is sin his master? he shaU master sin. 
Too hardy soul with sin the field to try; 
The only way to conquer was to fly; 
But thus long death hath lived, and now death's 
self shall die. 

He is a path, if any be misled, 
He is a robe, if any naked be; 
If any starve with hunger, he is bread; 
If any be a bondman. He is free; 
If any be but weak, how strong is He! 
To dead men life he is, to sick men health ; 
To bHnd men sight, and to the needy, wealth: 
A pleasure without loss, a treasure without stealth. 

Giles Fletchek. 



44 A CHSISTIAir TEAS 



S^umH JUtttt^ag after ih (Kjiphanj. 

^ Is. li. 1, 2, 3.— Hearken unto me, ye that follow after 
righteousness, ye tiiat seek the Lord: look unto tlie 
rock whence ye are hewn. 

Look unto Abraham your father, and unto Sarah 
that bare you: for I called him alone, and blessed him, 
and increased him. 

For the Lord shall comfort ^on. He will make her 
wilderness like Eden, and her desert like the garden of 
the Lord. 

Sole hope and blessing of old Israel's line! 
WWcli gave by promise to his blessed seed, 
A land that should all blessings plenty breed, 
Bivers of pleasant honey, milk, and wine; 
Whose offspring numberless Thou called'&t Thine, 
Whom witn TMne angels manna Thou didst feed, 
Being before, from Pharaoh's bondage freed, 
When Moses first Thy statutes did resign. 
Behold great God! one in these days of mee 
(Since bjr Thy precious blood Thou freed mankind 
By promise) which a portion and a place 
Among Thy children hopeth for to find 
In CtospeFs comfort; through Thy blood's dear 

price. 
Oh! let him purchase such a Paradise! 

Basitaby Babnes. 
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SECOISTD SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 

Is. liiL 5.— He was wounded^ for our tranggressions, 
he was bruised for our iniquities: the chasti^sment of 
our peace was upon him; and with his stripes we are 
healed. 

Haste not so fSast, on worldly cares employed, 
Thy bleeding Saviour asks a short delay; 
What trifling bliss is still to be enjoyea? 
What change of folly wings thee on thy way? 
Look back a moment, pause awhile, and stay. 
For thee thy God assumed the human frame; 
For thee, the Guiltless pains and anguish tried. 
Thy passions (sin excepted) His became; 
For tnee. He suffered, hungered, wept and died. 

Nor wealth nor plenty did He ever taste, 
The moss His pillow, oft. His couch the ground; 
The poor man's bread completed His repast. 
Home He had none, and quiet never foimd. 
But fell reproach pursued, and aimed the wound. 
For ever mournful, but for ever dear. 
Oh love stupendous, glorious degradation! 
No death of sickness with a common tear. 
No soft extinction claims our sorrows here; 
But anguish, shame, and agonizinfi^ passion-^ 
The riches of the world, and worldly praise; 
No monument of gratitude can prove; 
Obedience only, the great debt repays. 
An imitative heart, and undivided love. 

To see the image of all-glorious power. 
Suspend his immortality, and dwell 
In mortal bondage, tortured every hour, 
A self-made prisoner in a dolesome eell*. 
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Victim for sin, and conqueror of hell; 

'Lustration for offences not Ms own; 

Th* unspotted for th' impure resigned his hreathj 

No other offering could thy crimes atone, 

Then blame thy Saviour's love, but not his death. 

Prom this one prospect draw thy sole relief; 
Here leaxn submission, passive duties learn : 
Here drink the calm oblivion of thj grief: 
Eschew each danger, every good discern, 
And the true wages of thy virtue earn. 
Eeflect, oh! man, on such stupendous love. 
Such svmpathy divine and tender care; 
Beseecn the Paraclete thine heart to move 
And offer up to heaVn the earnest prayer. 

Haste. 



/ 
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Bom. zii. 16.— Be not wise in your own conceits. 

Oh! tlie sweet sense of love*s htiinility, 
Whicli fears displeasure in a dearest Mend; 

The only note of tone nobility, 
Whose worthy grace is graced without end; 

While fSaithful love, in humble truth approyedf 

Doth ever live, of God and man beloved. 

It maketh beauty like the sun- to shine, 
As if on earth there were a heavenly light; 

It gives the mind a wisdom so divine. 
As if the eye had a celestial sight j 

It is a guide unto the haven of rest. 

Where blessed souls do live for ever blest. 

In Christ, it is a grace of worthy glory; 

In man, from God a gift of special grace; 
While in the state of virtues (honour's story), 

Wisdom doth find it in perfection's place. 
And placed so high in the Almighty's love, 
As nothing more can mercy's comfort prove. 

It is the Prince's grace; the subject's duty; 

The scholar's lesson, and the soldier's line; 
The courtier's credit; and the lady's beauty; 

The lawyer's virtue ; and the love divine 
That makes all senses gracious in His sight. 
Where all true graces nave their glorious light. 

It makes the heart fit for all good impressions, 
It doth prepare the spirit for perfection; 

It brings the soul unto her sin's confession; 
It clears the body from its sins infection; 

It is the means to bring the mind to rest 

Where heart, soul, body, mind and ail at^\i^<^'«k\.» 
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It wroujg^ht in Dayid, gracious penitence; 

In Nineveh, a timely, due submission; 
In Job, a famous, blessed patience ; 

In Paul, assurance of bis sin's remission; 
In John, the habit of a holy love ; 
In Christ, the grace that did all glory prove. 

And since that in a life of humble love, 
I see the way unto the well of bliss. 

Where patience doth in all perfection prove. 
Where the high blessing of all blessing is; 

Let my soul pray that I may humbly sing 

The heavenly praises of my holy King. 

Sib N. Beeton. 



/ 
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THIBD SUOT)AY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 



Matt. viii. 2, 3. — ^And behold there came a leper and 
wor^pped him, saying. Lord, if thou wilt thou canst 
make me clean. And Jesus put forth his hand, and 
touched him, saying, I will ; be thou clean. 

LOBD Jesus! let Thy holy eyes reflect 
Their influence upon my eaithen state ; 
Thy heavenly presence is a fair aspect. 
There doth my soul delight to speculate 
Upon the grace which never is denied 
To him who humbly seeks Christ crucifled. 

But oh! the organ of this holy speech, 
That breathed life to every faithful ear; 
This Holy One, His holy word doth preach ; 
He gives for nothing what would cost us dear. 
And makes assurance where before was fear. 
His breath, He formetii now to holy prayer, 
Which doth ascend the throne of Majesty^ 
For us poor men aU His petitions were, 
He advocates for us perpetually. 



Think ye the Father wiU the Son deny? 
What need I for more intercessor's care? 
When holy Christ doth intercede by prayer. 
Thou splendour of Thy Father's Majesty! 
Thou God of God! Thou Man all men's Redeemer! 
Thou King of Jews! Thou Christ they crucify! 
Thou one, wherein all graces treasured are! 
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Thou merciful, Thou who art all and every where, 
To Thee, Saviour Jesus! I repair! — 
Exhihit, Lord, my pardon in thy prayer! — 
Pardon my youthfol sinning, and my old, 
Pardon my secret, and revealed ones; 
Pardon my errors that he manifold; 
Pardon committings, and omissions; 
Pardon my nature stained with corruptions; 
Lord, paraon all; — ^in all have I offended, 
Thy pardon free, — ^to all he it extended. 

Levee. 
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Hatt. viii. 26.— Then he arose, and rebuked the winds 
and tiie sea; and there was a great calm. But the men 
marvelled, saying, What manner of man is this, that 
eren the winois and the sea obey him! 

The mutinous billows saw His awful look, 
And hush'd themselves all close into their deep, 
The sea grew tame and smooth; the thunder broke 
Its threatening off— forth durst no lightning peep; 
But kept its black nest, now outshined by 
The flashing mandates of its Master's eye. 

The deyils who all this while had tossed and rent 
The elements, perceived the final wreck 
Fall on Iheir own design; and yelling went 
Home to their pang; the clouds in sunder brake, 
And having cleared the scene of these loud wars. 
Left Heaven's free grace all full of smiling stars. 

Forthwith the ship, without or sail or tide. 
Kept straight his course, and fiew to kisi^lhe shore; 
Where Jesus deigns to be the vessel's guide. 
There needs no help of time, tide, wind, or oar; 
TTift eye alone might drive the bark; whose look 
Abadied Ihe sea, the storm with terror struck. . 

His eye. His eye is that eternal star 

"Which gildeth both the Poles; which day and night 

Equally shines; which guides all those who are 

SaiHng in life's rough sea; for by His light. 

And! none but His, each mortal mariner 

Who goes for safety's port, his course must steer. 

Eaitdolfh. 
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rOUKTH SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 

Is. Ivii. 15, 19. — ^Thus Baith the hi^h and lofty One 
that inhabiteth eternity, whose name is Holy; I dwell 
in the high and holy place, with him also tnat i» of a 
contrite and humble spirit, to revive the spirit of the 
humble, and to revive the heart of the contrite ones. 
Peace, peace to "him that is far off, and to him that is 
near, saith the Lord; and I will heal him. 

My God, whose anger is appeased by tears, 
Bow gently down Thy mercy's gracious ears; 
With many tongues my sins for justice call, 
But mercy's ears are manifold for all. 
Those sweet celestial windows open wide. 
And in full streams let soft compassion glide; 
There wash my soul, and cleanse it yet again; 
Oh throughly cleanse it from the guilty stain. 
Eor I my lire with inward anguish see, 
And all its wretchedness confess to Thee. 
The accusation stands before my view, 
Drawn forth by conscience, terrible yet true. 
And filled with secrets, hid from human eye, • 
"When, though unheeded, God was witness by. 
Then oh! Thou Majesty divinely great, 
Accept the sad confessions I repeat, 
"Which clear Thy justice to the worM below, 
Should Thy dread sentence doom my soul to woe. 
Oh, through my mind Thy voice of gladness send, 
Sbeak Thou the word, Thy servant will be cleaned; 
luat all mv strength, consumed by moumfol pain, 
May, by Thy saving health, rejoice again. 
And now no more my foul offences see; 
Oh turn from these, but turn Thee not from me. 
Then, further pureness to Thy servant grant; 
Ano^er heart, or change in tnis, I want; 
Create another, or the change create; 
For now my vUe corruption is so great, 
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It seems a new creation to restore 
Its fall'n estate to what it was before. 
Benew my spirit raging in my breast 
And all my passions in their course arrest; 
Or tnm thii^^ons (widely gone astray) 
And fix their footsteps in Thy righteous way. 
When this is granted, when again Fm whole, 
Oh ne'er withdraw Thy presence from my soul; 
There let it shine, so let me be restored 
To present joy which conscious hopes afford. 
There let it sweetly shine, and o*er my breast, 
DifiW the dawni£g of eternal rest. ^ 

Fabneix. 




\ 
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Col. iii. 16.— Let the word of Christ dwell in you 
richly in all wisdom; teaching and admonishing one 
another in psalms and hymns and spiritual songs, sing- 
ing with grace in your hearts to the Lord. 

Gbeat God! wliose sceptre rules the earth. 

Distil thy fear into my heart, 
That being rapt with holy mirth, 

I may proclaim how good Thou art: 
Open my lips that I may sing 
Full praises to my God, my £ing. 

Great God! Thy p^arden is defaced. 

The weeds thrive there, the flowers decay; 

Oh ! call to mind Thy promise past, 
Kestore Thou them, take these away, 

Till then, let not the weeds have power 

To starve or stint the poorest flower. 

In all extremes, Lord, Thou art still 
The mount whereto my wishes flee ; 

Oh ! make my soul detest all ill, 
Because so much abhorred by Thee ; 

Lord, let Thy gracious trials shew 

That I am just, or make me so. 

Shall mountain, desert, beast and tree, 
Yield to that heavenly voice of Thine, 

And shall that voice not startle me ? 
Nor stir this stony heart of mine? 

No, Lord; till Thou inform my ear. 

Thy voice is lost — I cannot hear. 

Pountain of light and living breath! 

Whose mercies never fail or fade; 
Fill me with life that hath no death. 

Fill me with light that hath no shade: 
Appoint the remnant of my days 
To see Thy power, and sing Thy praise. 
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Lord God of gods! before whose throne 
Stands storms and £bre — oh what shall we 

Betnm to Heaven that is our own, 
When all the world belongs to Thee? 

We have no offering to impart, 

But praises and a wounded heart. 

Oh Thou that setfst in Heaven, and see'st 
My deeds without, my thoughts within, 

Be Tliou my Prince, be Thou my Priest, 
Command my soiil, and cure my sin; 

How bitter my afflictions be 

I care not, so I rise to Thee. 

What I possess, or what I crave. 
Brings no content, great God, to me, 

If what I would, or what I have. 
Be not possessed and blessed in Thee. 

What I enjoy, oh make it mine. 

In making me — ^that have it. Thine. 

When winter fortunes cloud the brows 

Of summer Mends; when eyes grow strange, 

When plighted faith forgets its vows. 
When earth and all things in it change; 

Oh Lord! thy mercies fail me never. 

Where once Thou loVst Thou lovest ever. 

Great God, whose kingdom hath no end. 

Into whose secrets none can dive, 
Whose mercy none can apprehend, 

Whose justice none can feel and live; 
What my dull heart cannot aspire 
To know, Lord teach me to admire. 

John Q^ttasles. 1654. 
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I JoHK iii. 8. — ^For this purpose the Son of God was 
manifested, that He might destroy the works of the 
devil. 

Of all the works which God hath for ns wrought, 
None more to stray opinion's course permits, 
Than our salvation offered, urged and sought, 
And curious nature's course the truth worSt hits. 
What was contemned, a precious treasure brought, 
A mystery surmounting vulgar wits. 
The Worker, not the work must move our minds, 
Celestial secrets faith, not reason finds. 

Oh who could look for glory from the dust? 
Or for a Saviour fettered in the grave? 
Oh justice merciful, oh mercy just! 
He gave His best beloved his foes to save. 
And eVn to suffer — suffer did the Son. 
The victory o*er hell is hardly won. 

The Word was flesh, the Godhead dwelt with men. 

Invisible, yet subject to the sight. 

He whom no worlds could bound, was bounded then. 

While earthly darkness clouded heavenly light; 

Birds had their nests, and every beast a den, 

Tet he had nought who did own all of right; 

The innocent did bear the weight of sin. 
That by his sufferings sinners might be saved; 
Yet that which God must give (for none can win). 
Though offered freely, many not received. 



/ 



The Father saw the Son o'ercharged with woe, 
Yet, would to calm His grief no favour shew; 
For man conld not repay, nor God forego 
Ihe debt which the mrst man did justly owe. 
Christ, as a God, conld not haye suffered so, 
Nor haye, as man, prevailed. 

The world's great Judge was judged; and worldlings 

stood 
The King of Glory glorying to disgrace, 
Condemn'd as evil the Aulhor of all good. 

f Though death of death. He unto death gave place.) 
)h! for out ransom offering up His bloody 
Great was the war He had to make our peace: 
The Heir of Heaven deigned to descend to Hell^ 
That in the Heaven hell-worthy man might dwell. 

£abl Of BrnsuxQ, 
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SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER THE EPIPHANY. 

Is. Ixy. 9, 17, 19. — ^And I will brina: forth a seed 
out of Jacob, and out of Judah an inheritor of my 
mountains: and mine elect shall inherit it, and my ser- 
vants shall dwell there. Behold, I create a new heavens 
and a new earth. And I will rejoice in Jerusalem, and 
joy in my people : and the voice of weeping shall be no 
more heard in her. 

I John 3, 2. — ^Beloved, now are we the sons of Grod, 
and it doth not yet appear what we shall be : but we 
know that, when he sluul appear, we shall be like him; 
for we shall see him as he is. 

Jebttsalem, that place divine, 
The vision of sweet peace is named, 

In heaven her glorious turrets shine. 
Her walls, of living stones are framed; 

While angels guard her on each side, 

Fit company for such a bride. 

She, decked in new attire from Heaven, 
Her wedding chamber now descends; 

Prepared, in marriage to be given 
To Christ, on whom her joy depends; 

The walls wherewith she is enclosed 

And streets are of pure gold composed: 

The gates, adorned with pearls most bright. 

The way to hidden gloir shew; 
And thither by the blessed might 

Of faith in Jesus's mercies, go 
All those who are on earth dis^essed, 
Because they have Christ's name professed. 
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These stones the workmen dress, and beat, 
Before thej throughly polished are; 

Then, each is in its proper seat 
Established by the Builder's care ; 

In this fair frame to stand for ever. 

So joined, no force can them dissever. 

To God, who sits in highest state, 

All power and gloiy given be ; 
To Father, Son, and Paraclete, 

Who reign in equal dignity; 
Whose boundless power we still adore. 
And sing their praise for evermore. 

DBTTHMOin). 
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Gen. ii. 15 — 17. — ^And the Lord God took the man, 
and put ^im into the garden of Eden to dress it and to 
keep it. And the lK>rd God commanded the man, 
saying, Of every tree of the garden thou mayest freely 
eat : but of the tree of the knowledge of good and eyii, 
thou shalt not eat of it: for in tiie day that thou 
eatest thereof tiiou shalt surely die. 

Thkice happy was the world's first infancy, 
Not knowing yet, nor curious ill to know; 
Joy without grief, love without jealousy, 
None felt hard labour nor the sweating plough; 
The willing earth brought tribute to her Xing. 

But ah! what dwelleth long in happiness? 
Grief, of a heavy nature^ steady lies; 
And cannot be removed for weightiness ; 
But joy, of lighter presence, quickly flies 
And seldom comes, and soon away will go; 
And for a sunshine day, follows an age of woe. 

Witness poor wilful man, who not content 
To be confined to bounds of happiness. 
Followed the serpent's devious path, and went 
To seek out ill, and search for wretchedness. 
Ah I fool to seek what then was in thy will; 
That needs no curious search ; 'tis near us still, 
*Tis grief to know of grief, and ill to know of ill. 

Por ever had poor man, ensnared and lured 
With careless grief and endless error, strayed. 
Had not the King whose laws he (fool) betrayed. 
Untwined the chain which firm the slave secured; 
By which ten thousand tortures He endured. 
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Oh! Thou deep well of life and stream of love! 
piore deep, more wide than widest, deepest seas,) 
who dying, over death Thy power didst prove, 
To work for rebel man relief and ease; 
Thy love no time began, no time decays. 
But still increaseth with decreasing days; 
Where then may we begin, where may we end 
Thy praise? 

P. Fletcher. 
(SUghUy altered.) 
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SEPTTJAGESBtA SUISTDAY. 

Gen. ii. 9. — ^And out of the ground made the Lord 
God to grow every tree that is pleasant to the sight, 
and good for food; the tree of life also in the midst of 
the garden, and the tree of knowledge of good and evil. 

The sacred tree midst the fetir orchard grew, 

* * * « 

And Phoenix Truth did on it rest 

And built its perfamed nest; 

* * * * 

Taste not, said God; 'tis mine aad angels' meat, 
Ye cannot know and Hye, nor live and know and eat. 
Thus spoke God, yet man did go 
Ignorantly on to know. 
Grew thus more blind; and she 
Who tempted him to iMs, grew yet more blind than 
he. 

The only science man by this did get 
Was but to know he nothing knew; 
He straight his nakedness did view, 
His ignorant poor estate, and was ashamed of it. 
Yet seeks with useless pride 

With slip;ht and withering leaves, that nakedness to 
hide. 

Henceforth said Gbd, the wretched sons of earth 

* * * • 

Shall sweat for food in vain. 
That will not long sustain; 
The sei^nt, too, whose pride 
Aims at things denied, — 
That learned and eloquent lust. 
Instead of mounting high, shall creep upon the dust. 

Cowley. 
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SEPTUAaESIMA SUNDAY. 

I Cob. iz. 24, 25, — So run, that ye may obtain. 
Erery man that striveth for the mastery is temperate 
in all things. 

Fbxe choice doth man possess of good or ill, 
All were but mockery else; from wisdom's way, 

Too oft perverted by the tainted will. 
To his rebellions nature drawn astray; 

Therefore an inward monitor is given, 

A voice that answers to the law of Heav'n. 

Prail as lie is, and as an infant weak. 

The knowledge of his weakness is his strength; 

For succour is vouchsafed to those who seek 
In humble fSedth sincere; and when at length 

Death sets the disembodied spirit free, 

According to their deeds their lot shall be. 

Thus, should the chance of private fortune raise 
A transitory doubt. Death answers all; 

And in the scale of nations, if the ways 
Of Providence mysterious we may call, 

Yet rightly viewed, all hisfry doth impart 

Comfort, and hope and strength to the oelieving 
heart. 

SOTTTHEY. 



Gen. iii. 19. — i)ust thou art, and unto dust ahalt 
thou return. 

God made the living soulf 
The wretched mortal was the work of man. 
Forth from his Mdker's hands he sprang to life, 
Fresh with inmiortal bloom; no pain ne faiew, 
No fear of change, no check to his desires, 
Save one command; that one command which stood 
'Twixt him and death, the test of his obedience, 
Urged on by wanton curiosity 
He broke — ^then in one moment was undone 
The fairest of God's works; the same rash hand 
That plucked in evil hour the fatal jfruit. 
Unbarred the gates of hell, and let loose sin 
And pain, and all the family of death 
To prey upon mankind. Young Nature saw 
The monstrous crew, and shook thro' all her frame. 
Then fled her new-bom lustre; then began 
HeaVns cheerM face to lower, then vapours choked 
The troubled air and formed a veil of clouds, 
To hide the willing Sun; the Earth convulsed 
With painful throes, sent forth a bristling crop 
Of thorns and briars: and insect, bird, and beast. 
That wont before with admiration fond. 
To gaze on man and fearless crowd around him, 
Now fled before his face, shimning in haste 
Th' infection of his miserv. He alone. 
Who justly might, th' of^nded Lord of man. 
Turned not awajr his face ; He, full of pity, 
Forsook not in his uttermost distress. 
His best loVd work — One comfort still remained; 
The best, the greatest comfort in affliction. 
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The countenance of God, and thro' the gloom 
Shot forth some kindly gleams to cheer and warm 
Th' offender's sinking soul; Hope sent from Heav'n 
Upraised his drooping head, and sheVd afar 
A happier scene oi things; the promised Seed 
Tramming upon the Serpent's humbled crest; 
Death, of his sting disarmed, and the dark grave 
Made pervious to the realms of endless day, 
No more the limit, but the gate of life. 

At thy good time. 
Let death approach, I reck not — Let him but come 
In genuine form, not with Thy vengeance arm'd, 
Too much for man to bear; Oh! rather lend 
Thy kindly aid to mitigate the stroke! 
And at that hour, when all aghast I stand 
On this world's brink, and look into the next; 
When my soul, shrinking from the dread unknown, 
Casts hajSk a wishfiil look, and fondly clings 
To its frail prop, unwilling to be wrenched 
Prom this fitir scene, from all her 'customed joys. 
And all the lovely relatives of life; 
Then shed thy comforts o'er me, then put on 
The gentlest of thy looks. 

But chiefly, Thou, 
Whom dove-eyed Pity once led down from heaven, 
To bleed for man, to teach him how to live. 
And (oh! still harder lesson) how to die, 
Disdain not Thou to smooth the restless bed 
Of sickness and of pain! Forgive the tear 
That feeble nature drops, calm all her fears. 
Wake all her hopes, and animate her faith! 
Till my rapt soul, anticipating HeaVn, 
Bursts from the thraldom of encumbering clay; 
And, on the wings of ecstasy upborne. 
Bursts into liberfy and light and life! 

POETEOTJS. 
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I Cob. xiii. 8. — Charity never faileth. 

Full of mercy, full of love, 
Look upon me from above; 
Thou, who taughf st the blind man's sight 
To entertain a double light, 
Thine and the dajr's (and that thine too!) 
The lame away his crutches threw; 
The parched crust of leprosy 
Eetimied unto its infeincy; 
The dumb amazed was to hear 
His unchained tongue strike on his ear; 
Thy powerful mercy even did chase 
Satan from his usurped place, 
Where Thou Thysett shoutdst dwell, not he. 
Oh! let Thy love our pattern be. 
Let Thy mercy teach one brother 
To forgive, and love another. 
That copying Thy mercy here. 
Thy goodness may hereafter rear 
Our souls into Thy glory, when 
Oior dust shall cease to be with men — ^Amen. 

Bp. Tatloe. 
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aUINaUAGESIMA STTNDAY. 

GsR. ix. 12 — 15. — ^And God said, This is the token of 
the coyenant which I make between me and you, and 
every living creature that is with you, for perpetual 
generations: I do set my bow in the cloud, and it shall 
be for a token of a covenant between me and the earth. 
And it shall come to pass, when I brin^^ a cloud over 
the earth, that the bow uiall be seen in the cloud: 
And I will remember my covenant, which is between 
me and you and every Uvmg creature. 

Still young and fine! bnt what is still in yiew 
We slight as oLd and soiled, thougli fresh and new; 
How bright wert thon, when Shem's admiring eye, 
Thy burning, fiaming arch did first descry; 
When Terah, Nahor, Haran, Abram, Lot, 
The yonthfuL world's grey fathers, in one knot 
Did with intentiye looks watch every hour 
For thy new light, and trembled at each shower. 
When thou do^ shine, darkness looks white and fair, 
Forms turn to music, clouds to smiles and air. 
Bain gently spends his honey drops, and pours 
Balm on the cleft earth, milk on ^ass and flowers. 
Bright pledge of peace and sunshine! the sure tie 
Of tny Lor^s hand, the object of His eye: 
When I behold thee, though my light be dim, 
Distant and low, I can in thine, see Him, 
Who looks upon thee from His glorious throne, 
And minds the covenant betwixt all and One. 

H. Yaxjghan. 
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Joel ii. 12. — Turn ye even to me, saith the Lord, 
with all your heart, and with fasting, and with weep- 
ing, and with mourning. 

Heavy on me, O Lord, thy judgments lie 
Accurst I am, while God rejects my cry, 
O'erwhelmed in darkness and despair I groan. 
And every place is HeU, for God is gone. 
Oh Lord, arise! and let thy beams oontroul 
The horrid clouds that press my frightened soul; 
Save the poor wanderer from etemsu night. 
Thou that airt the God of light.. 

Downward I hasten to my destined plucef 
There none obtain Thy aid or sing Thy praise; 
Soon shall I lie in death's deep ocean drowned; 
Is mercy there, or sweet forgiveness found? 
Oh save me yet I while on the brink I stand; 
Eebuke the storm, and waft my soul to land; 
Oh let it rest beneath Thy wing secure, 
Thou that art the God of power! 

Behold the Prodigal ! — ^to Thee I come. 
To hail my Father, and to seek my home. 
Nor refuge could I find, nor friend abroad, — 
StrayiM in sin, — ^forgetfiil of my Gt)d. 
Oh let Thy terrors and mv anguish end; 
Be Thou my refuge, and oe Tnou my Friend: 
Beoeive the worthless child Thou diost reprove, 
Thou that art the God of love. 

Pbioe. 
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ASH WEDNESDAY. 

Joel ii. 15, 16. — Sanctify a fast, call a solemn as- 
sembly, gather the people. 

Welcome dear feast of Lent! who loves not thee, 
He loves not temperance nor authority, 

But is composed of passion; 
The Scripture bias us fast, the Church says howj 
Give to thy mother what thou would'st allow 

To every Corporation. 
The humble soul, composed of love and fear, 
Begins at home, and lays the burden there, 

When doctrines disagree; 
He says in things which use hath iustly got, 
I am a scandal to the Church; and not 

The Church to me. 
True Christians should be glad of an occasion 
To use their temperance, seeking no evasion, 

When God is seasonable ; 
Unless Authority which should increase 
The obligation on us, make it less. 

And power itself disable. 
There is a pureness in sweet abstinence, 
Quick thoughts and motions at a small expense, 

And goodness in the deed. 
Neither ought other men's abuse of Lent 
Spoil the good use; lest in that argument 

We forfeit all our Creed. 
*Tis true we cannot reach Christ's fortieth day, 
Yet to go part of that religious way, 

Is better than to rest. 
We cannot reach our Saviour's purity, 
Yet we are bid be holy eVn as he; 

In both lef s do our best. 
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Who goeth in the way that Christ hath gone, 
Is much more snre to meet with Him, than one 

That travelleth hye ways. 
Perhaps, my God, though He be far before, 
May turn and take me by the hand; and more, 

May strengthen my decays. 
Yet, Lord! instruct us to improve our Fast, 
By starving sin, and taking such repast 

As may our fsiults controul. 
That every man may revel at his door, 
Not in his parlour J oanquetting the poor. 

Ana among these, his soul. 

G. Hebbebt. 
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Gen. 15, 16. — ^And when the morning arose, then 
the angels hastened Lot, saying, Arue, take thy 
wife, and thy two daughters wnich are here; lest thou 
he consumed in the iniquity of the city. And while he 
Unbred, the men laid hold upon his hand, and upon 
the hand of his wife, and upon the hand of his two 
daughters^ the Lord being merciful imto him : and they 
brought him forth, and set him without the city. 

Ebe God on Sodom stretched his flaming hand. 
He had a care to send just Lot away. 

So mostly still, when He would scourge a land. 
Whom he best loves. He puts out of the way. 

Early set forth on your eternal race. 

The ascent is steep and craggy, you must climb. 
God at all times has promised sinners grace. 

If they repent J but He ne'er promised time. 

Cheat not yourselves, as most, who tJien prepare 
For Death, when life is almost turned to fume; 

One thief was saved that no man might despair. 
And but one thief, that no one might presume. 

HEimY Delaune. 1657. 
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FIRST SimDAY IN LENT. 

n Cob. ri. 1 — 5. — 'We .... beseech you also that ye 
receive not the grace of God in vain. (For He saith, I 
have heard thee in a time accepted, and in the day of 
salvation have I succoured thee: behold, now is the 
accepted time; behold, now is the day of salvation.) 
Giving no offence in anything, .... out in all thin^ 
approving ourselves as tne ministers of God, in mucn 
patience^ in afflictions, in necessities, in distresses, in 
stripes, in imprisonments, in tumults, in labours, in 
watchings, in fastings. 

Oh! Thou, who sweetly bend*st my stubborn will, 
Who send*st Thy stripes to teach and not to kill; 
Thy cheerful face from me no longer hide, 
Withdraw these clouds the scourges of my pride; 
I sink to heU if I be lower thrown, 
I see what man is, being left alone. 
My substance, which from nothing did begin, 
Is worse than nothing by the weight of sin 
I see myself in such a wretched state» 
'As neither thoughts conceive or words relate. 
How great a distance parts us, for in Thee 
Is enfiess good, and boundless ill in me. 
AU creatures prove me abject, but how low, 
Thou only knoVst, and teachest me to know; 
To paint this baseness, nature is too base, 
This darkness yields not but to beams of grace — 
Where shall I then this piercing splendour find? 
Or found, how shaU it guide me, being blind? 
Grace is a taste of bHss, a glorious gift, 
Which can the soul to heavenly comforts lift; 
It will not shine to me whose mind is drowned 
In sorrows, and with worldly troubles bound. 
It will not deign within that house to dweU 
Where dryness reigns, and proud distractions swell. 
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Perhaps it sought me in those lightsome days 
Of my first fervour, when few winds did raise 
The waves, and ere they could full strength obtain, 
Some whispering gale straight charmed mem down 

again, 
When all seemed calm, and yet the Yirgin's child 
On my devotions in His manger smiled; 
While then I simply walked, nor heed could take 
Of complacence, that sly deceitful snake 
When yet I had not dangerously refused 
So many calls to virtue, nor abused 
The Spring of life which I so oft efijoved, 
JSTor made 6o many good intentions void, 
Deserving thus, that grace should quite depart. 
And dreadful hardness should possess mv heart; 
Yet in that state, this only good I found. 
That fever spots did then my conscience wound; 
Though who can censure, whether in those times. 
The want of feeling seemed the worst of crimes; 
If solid virtue dwell not but in pain, 
I will not wish that golden age again: 
Because it flowed with sensible delights 
Of heavenly things; — God hath created nights 
As well as days, to deck the varied globe; 
Grace comes as oft clad in the dusky robe 
Of desolations, as in white attire 
Which better fit the bright celestial quire. 
Some in foid seasons pensh through despair; 
But more, through boldness when the days are fair. 
This then must be the med'cine for my woes, 
To yield to what my Saviour shall dispose; 
To glory in my baseness; to rejoice 
In mine afilicuons; to obey his voice, 
As well when threatenings my defects reprove. 
As when I cherished am with words of love; 
To say to Him in every time and place. 
Withdraw Thy comforts, so Thou leave Thy grace. 

SlK J. BEAim.0T5T, Vtftfl, 
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I Thesb. iv. 1, 2, 3. — ^We beseech you, brethren, and 
exhort you by the Lord Jesus, that as ye have received 
of ujs how ye ought to walk and to please God, so ye 
would abound more and more. For ye know what com- 
mandments we gaye you by the Lord Jesus. For this 
is the will of God, even your sanctification. 

Oh merciful Creator! hear 
Our prayers to Thee devoutly bent; 

WMch we pour forth with many a tear 
In this most Loly fast of Lent. 

Thou mildest searcher of each heart! 

Who knoVst the weakness of our strength; 
To us forgiving grace impart, 

Since we return to Thee at length. 

Much have we sinned to our shame; 

But spare us, wlio our sins confess; 
And for the glory of Thy name, 

To our sick souls afford redress. 

Ghtint that the flesh may be so pined. 
By means of outward abstinence, 

As tnat the sober, watclifiil mind 
May fast from spots of all offence. 

Grant this, oh blessed Trinity! 

Pure Unity, to this incline! 
That the effe^jts of fasts may be, 

A grateful recompense for Thine. 

Dbxthmons. 
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SECOKD SUNDAY IN LENT. 

Matt. xy. 25 — ^28. — Then came she and worshipped 
hun, sa^g, Lord, help me. But he answered and 
said, It Ib not meet to take the children's hread, and to 
cast it to dogs. And she said, Truth, Lord; yet the 
dogs eat of the crumbs which fall from their masters' 
table. Then Jesus answered and said unto her, 
woman, great is thy faith. 

LoBD what am I? a worm, dnst, yapour, nothing! 

What is my life? a dream, a daily aying, 

What is my flesh? my soul's uneasy clothing, 

What is my time? a minute ever flying. 

My time, my flesh, my life, and I, 

WTiat are we, Lord, but vanity? 

Where am I, Lord? down in a vale of death! 

What my pursuit? sin, my dear Lord offending, 

My way, pursuit, my sport and plaoe. 

Help to make up a dolefiil case. 

Lora, what art Thou? pure life, power, beauty, bliss! 

Where dwellest Thou? above, in perfect light! 

What is Thy Time? Eternity it is! 

What state? attendance of each glorious sprite, 

Thyself, thy place, thy days, thy state. 

Pass all the thoughts of powers create ! 

How shall I reach Thee, Lord? Oh soar above 

Ambitious soul ! but which way shall I fly P 

Thou, Lord, art way and end! what wings have I? 

Aspiring thoughts, of faith, of hope, of love ! 

Oh let these wings, that way, alone. 

Present me to Thy blissfal throne. 

Bp. Hall. 
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SECOND SUNDAY IN LENT. 

I Thess. iv. 1.— *^We beseech you, brethren, and ex- 
hort you by the Lord ^esus, that as ye have received of 
us how ye ought to walk and to please God, so ye would 
abound more and more. 

Patheb of light and life! Thou good supreme. 
Oh teaoh me what is good! teach me Thyself! 
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, 
From every low pursuit! and feed my soul 
"With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue pure, 
Sacred, substantial, never-failing bliss! 

Thompson. 



SupfiEME, all wise. Eternal Potentate! 
Sole Author, sole Disposer of our fate; 
Enthroned in light and immortality, 
Whom no man nillv knows and none can see! 
Original of Bdngsf Power divine! 
Since that I live, and that I think' is Thine; 
Benign Creator! let Thv gracious hand 
Dispose its own effect! let Thy command 
Bestore, great Father, Thy instructed Son, 
And in mj acts, may Thy great will be done. 

Peioe. 
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Fph. v. 1, 2, 11. — Be ye therefore 'followers of God, 
as dear children ; and walk in loye, as Christ also hath 
loved us. And have no fellowship with the unfruitful 
works of darkness. 

Is tliis a fast, to keep 

The larder lean 
And clean, 

rrom fat of veals and sheep? 

Is it, to quit the dish 
Of flesh, yet still 
To fill 
The platter high with fishf 

Is it to fast an hour, 

Or ragg'd to go? 
Or shew 

A downcast look and sour? 

No — ^'tis a fast to dole 

Thy sheaf of wheat 
And meat 

Unto the hnngry soul. 

It is to fast from strife, 

From old debate. 
And hate. 

To circTunoise thy life. 

To shew a heart grief rent. 

To starve thy sin — 
Not bin. 

And that^s to keep thy Lent. 

Hebbick. 
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THIRD SUNDAY IN LENT. 

Eph. v. 1, 2. — ^Be ye therefore followers of Grod, as 
dear children; and walk in love, as Christ also hath 
loved us, and hath given himself for us. 

My God, to me Thou dost impart, 
In being mine, all that Thou art, 
Thy atmbutes are mine; 
All sweetly ,to my bliss incline. 
Beyond GK)d to aspire, 
Transcends the sphere of all desire. 

To my most Holy I address. 
His image on me to impress. 
My All- wise is my guide; 
In my Almighty I confide; 
Whene'er to heaven I cry, 
My Omnipresent still is nigh. 

On my Immutable I stay ; 

To fix my spirit, (apt to stray,) 

And to relieve my need, 

My most Munificent will speed; 

My Gracious will forgive; 

My Source of life will make me live. 

My most Benign mj glory wills; 

My Infinite my spirit fiUs. 

Eternal joys on bigb, 

My Everlasting will supply. 

To answer every praver, 

My All-sufficient will take care. 
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My God, in that relation dear, 

Nothing I can want or fear. 

But, while I live below, 

Some strangeness may between us grow, 

From Thee I may decline. 

And move Thee not to call me Thine. 

Though wealaiess. Lord, may dull the fire. 

It ne'er shall totally expire: 

With penitential dew, 

The dear relation 111 renew ; 

And long to fly to rest, 

For ever of my God possest. 

Bp. Tatloe. 
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Gal. iv. 26. — Jerusalem which is above is free. 

Whebe high the heavenly Temple stands, 
The House of God not made with hands, 
A great High Priest our nature wears, 
The guardian of mankind appears. 

He, who for man their surety stood, 
And poured on earth His precious blood, 
Pursues in Heaven, His mighty plan. 
The Saviour and the Mend of man. 

Though now ascended up on high. 
He bends on earth a Brother's eye; 
Partaker of the human name. 
He knows the frailty of our frame. 

Our fellow sufferer yet retains 
A fellow feeling for our pains; 
And still remembers in me skies 
His tears and bitter agonies. 

In every pang that rends the heart, 
The man of sorrows had a part; 
He sympathises with our grief. 
And to the sufferer sends relief. 

With boldness therefore at the throne, 
Let us make all our sorrows known; 
And ask the aid of heavenly power, 
To help us in the evil hour. 

Logan. 
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FOURTH SUNDAY m LENT. 

Gal. It. 21, 31. — ^Tell me, ye that desire to be under 
the law, do ye not hear the law? 

Bretfairen, we are not children of the bondwoman, but 
of the free. 

llASSHAluira all His terrors as he came, 

Thunder and earthqiiake and deyouring flame, 

From Sinai's top, Jdiovah gave the law; 

life for obedience, death for every flaw. 

When the great Sovereign would His will express, 

He gives a perfect rule; what can He less? 

And guards it with a sanction as severe. 

As vengeance can inflict or sinners fear; 

Else, ^s own glorious rights He would disclaim. 

And man might safely trifle with His name. 

He bids him glow with unremittuig love, 

To all on earth; and to Himself above; 

Condemns th' injurious deed, the slanderous tongue. 

The thought that meditates a brother's wrong; 

Brings not alone the more conspicuous part, 

His conduct, to the test, but tnes the heart 

See the Judge enthoned. 
Rouse all your courage in your utmost need, 
Now summon every virtue, stand and plead. 
What, silent? — is your boasting heard no more? 
That self-renouncing wisdom learned before. 
Had shed immortal glories on your brow, 
That all your virtues cannot purchase now. 
All joy to the believer! He can speak, 
" Trembling yet happy, confldent yet meek, 
" Since the dear hour that brought me to Thy foot, 
" And out up all my follies by flie root ; 

\ 
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I never trusted in an arm but Thine, 
]!^or hoped but in Thy righteousness divine. 
My prayers and alms, imperfect and defiled. 
Were but the feeble efforts of a child, 
Howe'er performed, it was their highest part 
That they proceeded from a gratef^ heart; 
Cleansed in Thine own all-purifying blood, 
Forgive their evil and accept their good; 
I cast them at Thy feet— my onlyplea 
Is what it was, dependence upon Tnee, 
While struggling in the vale of tears below, 
That never mled, nor shall it Ml me now." 

CowPES. IVuth. 
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4p ^itmtaii In lent, 

Hbb. ix. 12. — ^By His own blood he entered in once 
into tiie holy place, haying obtained eternal redemption 
for us. 

Waxe, oh my soul! awake, and raise 
'Upf every part to sing His praise; 
Who, from His sphere of giory feJl, 
To raise thee up nrom death and hell; 
See, how His soul, vext for thy sin. 
Weeps blood without, feels death within. 

See, where He hangs. 

Hark, how He cries; 

Oh bitter pangs, 

Now, now He dies. 

Wake, oh mine ejres, awake and yiew 
Those two twin lights whence Heaven drew 
Their glorious beams, whose gracious sight. 
Fills you with joy, and life and light. 
See how with clouds of sorrow drowned, 
They mah with tears thy sinful wound, 

See how with streams 

Of woe they're drenched; 

See how their beams. 

By death are quenched. 

Wake, oh mine ear, awake and hear 
lliat powerful voice which stills thv fear, 
And brings firom Heaven those joyml news 
Which Heaven commands, which hell subdues; 
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Hark, how His ears (HeaViis mercy seat) 
Eoul slanders with reproaches beat; 

Hark, how the knocks 

Onr ears resound; 

Hark how the mocks 

His hearing wound. 

"Wake, oh my soul! tune every string; 
Unlock my tongue! awake and sing; 
Think not a thought for all thy lays, 
Speak not a word but of His praise. 

P, Pletceejeu 
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riFTH SUNDAY IN LEIH?. 

Heb. iz. 15. — ^And for tliis cause, He is the mediator 
of the new testament, that by means of death for the 
redemption of the transgressions that were under the 
first testament, the^ which are called might receiye the 
promise of eternal inheritance. 

What has God done, and not for this sole end, 
To rescue souls from death? The soul's high price 
Is writ in all the conduct of the skies. 
The soul's high price is the creation's key, 
Unlocks its mysteries, and naked lays 
The genuine cause of every deed divine; 
That is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obvious correspondence ; and unites 
Most distant periods in one bless'd design. 
That is the mighty hinge on which has turned 
All revolutions; whether we regard 
The nafral, civil or religious world; 
The former two, but servants to the third, 
To that their duty done, they both expire. 
To lift us from tms abject to sublime. 
This foul to pure, this turbid to serene, 
This mean to mighty! Eor this glorious end, 
Th' Almighty rising, His loujg sabbath broke; 
The world was made, was ruined, was restored, 
Laws from the skies were published; were repealed; 
On earth, kings, kingdoms, rose, — ^kings, kingdoms, 

feU, 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Thro' distant ages; saints travelled; martyrs bled; 
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Bv wonders saored natnre stood controlled ; 
The liying were translated, dead were raised; 
Angels, and more than angels, came from Heaven; 
And oh! for this, descended lower still! 

• • • • • 
Why this exertion? why this strong regard 
Erom Heayen's Omnipotent youchsafed to man ? 
Beoanse in man the glorious, dreadfal power 
Extremely to be pain'd or blest — ^for eyer — 

• • • • • 

Hence Heay^n looks down on Earth with aU her 

eves, 
Hence tne sonl's mighty moment in her sight; 
Hence, eyery soul luis partizans aboye, 
And clay, yile clay, has angels for its goard. 
Hence, m)m all age, the cabinet diyine 
Has held high council o'er the fate of man — 
Nor haye the clouds these gracious counsels hid — 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
And Proyidence came forth to meet mankind. 
In yarious modes of emphasis and awe 
He spoke His will, and trembling nature heard. 
He spoke it loud, in thunder, and in storm: 
Witness thou Sinai! whose cloud-coyeifed height. 
And shaken basis, owned the present God; 
Witness ye billows! whose returning tide. 
Breaking the chain that fastened it m air. 
Swept Egypt and her menaces to Hell; 
Wilaiess ve flames! th' Assyrian Tyrant blew 
To seyeniold rage-^-as impotent as strong! 
And thou Earth witness! whose expanding jaws 
Closed o'er presumption's saorilegious sons! 
Has not each element, in turn subscribed 
The soul's high price and sworn it to the wise? 
Haye not flame, ether, ocean, earth, combined 
To strike this truth thro' adamantine man? 
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A Ghnsiian dwells like Friel in the Son. 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight. 
And ardent hope anticipates the skies. 
• • • « • 

Bead and reyere the sacred page — a page 
Where triumphs immortali^; a pa£^e 
Which not the whole creation coula produce, 
Which not the conflagration shall destroy. 

YOUBTG. 
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Phil. ii. 6 — lO.-^Let this mind be in ]r<m tehidi was 
also in Christ Jesus, who, being in the form of God, 
thought it not robberjr to be equal with God: but made 
himself of no reputation, and took upon him the form 
of a serrant, and was made in the likeness of men; and 
being found in fashion as a man, he humbled himself, 
and became obedient unto death, eyen titie death of the 
cross. 

• 
LoTE, lift me up upon thy golden wings, 
From this base world, unto thy heaven's height; 
Where I may see those admirable things 
Which there Thou workest by Thy sovereign mighty 
Par above feeble reach of earthly sight, — 
That I thereof an heavenly hymn may sing, 
Unto the God of love» high heaven's king. 

. . . Of clay, base, vile, and next to nought, 
Tet formed by wondrous skiD. and by His might, 
According to an heavenly pattern wrought, 
Which He had fashionea in his wise foresight. 
He, man did make, and breathed a living spright, 
Into his face most beautifiil and fiEur, 
Endowed with wisdom's riches, heavenly rare. 

But man, forgetful of his Maker's grace, 
(No less than angels, whom he did ensue,) 
Pell firom the hope of promised heavenly place, 
Into the mouth of Death to sinner's due, 
And all his ol&pring into thraldom threw; 
Where they for ever should in bonds remain, 
Of never dead» but ever-dying pain. 
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But that great Lord of Love, wMcli In'm at first, 
M^ade of mere love, and after liked well, 
Heeing him lie like creature long accurst. 
In the deep horror of despaired hell. 
Him, wretch, in dole would let no longer dwell. 
But cast out of that bondage to redeeni. 
And pay the price, all were the debt eztrenie. 

Out of the bosom of eternal bliss, 

In which He reigned with His glorious Slire, 

He down descended, like a most demisse 

And abject thrall, in flesh's frail attire; 

That He, for him might pay sin's deadly hire; 

And him restore unto the happy state 

In which he stood before his hapless fSeite. 

In flesh at first the guilt committed was, 

Therefore in flesh it must be satisfied; 

Nor Spirit, nor Angel, ^though they man stirpass) 

Gould make amends to God, for man's misgume, 

But only man himself, who self did slides 

So, taking flesh of sacred virgin's womb, 

Eor man's dear sake. He did a man become. 

Oh ereat, and most unspeakable impression 

Of love's deep woimd, tiiat pierced the piteous heart 

Of that dear Lord with so entire affection. 

And sharply lancing every inner part. 

Dolours of death into His soul did dart; 

Doing Him die that never it deserved. 

To me His foes that from his heart had swerved. 

Oh blessed well of Love! oh flowers of grace! 
Oh glorious morning start oh lamp of light! 
Most lively imafo of Thy Father's fece, 
Eternal Xing oi glory, Lord of might! 
Meek Lamb of Grod, before all worlds behight! 
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How can we Thee requite for all this good! 

Or what can prize that, Thy most precious blood? 

Yet nought Thou ask'st in lien of aU this love, 

Bnt love of ns, in guerdon of Thy pains; 

Ah me! what can we less than that behove? 

Had He required life of us again, 

Had it been wrong to ask His own with gain? 

He gave us life; he it restored lost; 

Then life were least that us so little cost. 

But He our life hath left unto us free; 

Free that was thrall, and blessed that was banned; 

Nor aught demands, but that we loyinff be, 

As He himself hath loved us afore hand; 

Him first to love that was so dearly bought, 

And next our brethren, to His image wrought. 

With all thy heart, with all thy soul and mind. 
Thou must Him love, and his behests embrace; 
All other loves, with which the world doth blind 
Weak ^Euicies, and stir up affections base. 
Thou must renounce and utterly displace; 
And give thyself unto Him fiill and free. 
Who foil and freely gave Himself to thee. 

SPENSEB. 
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Is. I-Hii. 1, 6. — I tibat speak in zighteousness, mighty 
to aaye. I looked and tnere was none to help; and I 
wondered that there was none to uphold: therefore 
mine own arm hrought salvation. 

When I remember Christ our burden bears, 

I look for glory, but find misery; - 

I look for joy, out find a sea of tears; 

I look that we should live, and find Him die; 

I look for angel's songs, and hear him cry. 

Thus what I look I cannot find so well; 

Or rather what I find I cannot teU, 

The banks so narrow are, the streams so bighly swell. 

Christ suffers, and in this His tears begin; 
Suffers for us — and our joys spring in Oils ; 
Suffers to death — ^here is His manhood seen. 
Suffers to rise — ^and here His Godhead is; 
Man by himself could never rise to bliss; 
But from the grave doth by the Godhead rise. 
And Qrod that could not die, in manhood dies, 
That we in both might live by that sweet sacrifice. 

What better friendship than to cover shame? 

What greater love than for a friend to die? 

Yet this is better, to asself * the blame; 

And this is greater, for an enemy; 

But more than this, to die, not suddenly, 

Not with some common death or easy pain. 

But slowly, and with**torments to be slain, 

Oh! depth without a depth, far better seen than sayen.t 

* To take to one's self. t Said. 
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And yet the Son is Immbled for the slaye, 
And yet the slave is ^roud before the Son; 
Yet the Creator for his creature gave 
Himself, and yet the creature hastes to run 
From his Creator, and self good doth shun; 
And yet the Prince, and God himself, doth cry 
To man, Tthe traitor,) pardon not to fly; ^ 
Tet man nis God, and traitor doth his Prince defy. 

Who is it, sees not that he nothing is, 
But he that nothing sees? what weaker breast. 
Since Adam's armour failed, dares warrant his? 
He, made by God of all his creatures best. 
Straight made himself the worst of all the rest: 
If any strength we have, it is to ill; 
But all tiie good is God's, both power and will, 
The dead man cannot rise though man himself may 
kiU. 

A tree was first the instrument of strife. 
Where Eve to sin her soul did prostitute; 
A tree is now the instrument of life, 
Tho' ill that trunk and this fair body suit; 
Ah! cursed tree! and yet, ah! blessed fruit! 
T?iat death to Him, tnis life to us doth give; 
Strange is the cure when things past cure revive, 
And uie Physician dies to make the patient live. 

Sweet Eden was the arbour of delight. 
Yet in his honey flowers, our poison blew, 
Gethsemane, the bower of balefril night, 
Wliere Christ a health for us, from poison drew. 
So we from sweetest flowers could draw our bane. 
And Christ from bitter venom, could again 
Extract life out of death, and blessings out of pain. 

G. Eletchbb. 
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0u4sda;Q htpr[t (Easier. 

Is. 1. 10. — ^Who is among you that feareth the Lord, 
that obeyeth the yoice of his servant, that walketh in 
darkness, and hath no light .^ let him trust in the name 
of the Lord, and stay upon his God. 

QtOD of my life! to Thee I call, 
AMcted at Thy feet I fall j 
When the great water floods prevail, 
Leave not my trembling heart to fidl! 

Eriend of the Mendless and the fsiint! 
Where shall I lodge my deep complaint? 
Where but with Tnee? whose open door 
Invites the hopeless and the*poor. 

Did ever mourner plead with Thee, 
And Thou refuse tnat mourner's plea? 
Does not the word still fixed remain, 
That none shall seek Thy face in vain? 

That were a grief I could not bear, 
Didst Thou not hear and answer prayer; 
But a prayer-hearing, answering God, 
Supports me under eVry load. 

Fair is the lot that* s cast for me, 
I have an advocate with Thee; 
They whom the world caresses most, 
Have no such privilege to boast. 

Poor tho' I am, despised, forgot. 
Yet God, my God, forgets me not; 
And he is safe, and must succeed. 
For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 

COWPEB. 



94 A CHBISnAV TEAB 



z 



TUESDAY BEFORE EASTER. 

Jb, 1. 10. — ^Who is amone jou that feareth the Lord, 
that obeyeth the voice of ma seryant, that walketh in 
darkness, and hath no light? let him trust in the name 
of the Lord, and stay upon his God. 

Look to the cross wlien thou art stung with care ; 

It cures forthwith, like Moses* metol snake; 
What can afflict thee when thy passions are 

Patterned to His? then, pains perfections make, — 
Wilt thou be unlike God, and see thy God 
Embrace the whip, and thou abjure the rod? 

Oh burning love ! oh lar^e and lasting love! 

What axel's tongue thy limits can describe ? 
That dost extend thyself all love aboye, 

Eor which, all praise loye ought to Thee ascribe ; 
Since scarce the tongue of God's humanity 
Can well describe tms boundless charity. 

My only school shall be Mount Calvary; 

The pulpit, but the cross; and teacher, none, 
1^0 lesson, out Christ crucified for me, 

No hope but in Thy blessed wounds alone. 

Here, by our Maker's nakedness we leam 
Wliat weeds to wear; by His thorn-crowned head, 

How to adorn us; and we may discern 
By His most bitteor gall, how to be fed; 

How to revenge, by praying for His foes; 

And, lying on the cross, how to repose. 
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If Mthfdlly we read Him o'er, we shall 

See liead with thorns, and ears with blasphemies, 

His eyes with tears. His sacred mouth with gall. 
With wounds His flesh, His bones with agonies 

All full — and yet, with all, to hear Him say, 

So man might liye, thus would He languish aye. 

John Daties, or Hereford. 
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Heb. ix. 27, 28. — As it is appointed unto men once to 
die, but after this the judgment: so Christ was once 
offered to beat the sins of many ; and imto them that 
look for him shall he appear the second time without sin 
unto salvation. 

BiSE, oh my soul, with thy desires to Heayen; 

And with divinest oontemplation, use 
Thy time, where time's eternity is giyen; 

And let vain thoughts thy mind no more ahuse; 
Bnt down in midnight darkness let them lie. 
So liye thy better, let thy worse thoughts die. 

And thou, my soul, inspired with holy flame, 
View, and reyiew with most regardfal eye, 

That holy cross whence thy salyation came, 
On wmch thy Sayiour and thy sin did die; 

Por, in that sacred object is much pleasure. 

And in that Sayiour, is my life, my treasure. 

To Thee, oh Jesus! I direct mine eyes. 
To Thee my hands, to Thee, my humble knee. 

To Thee, my neart shall offer sacrifice. 
To Thee, my thoughts, who all my thoughts can see, 

To Thee, myself— myself and all I giye. 

With Thee 1 die, to Thee alone I liye. 

SlB. H. WOOTOW. 
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Luke xxiii. 35. — And the people stood beholding. 
And the rulers also with them derided him, saying, He 
saved others : let him save himself if he be Christ, the 
chosen of God. 

Hate, have je no regard, all ye. 
Who pass this way, to pity me? 
Who am a man or misery? 

A man both bruised and broke, and one 
Who suffers here, not for mine own, 
But for my Mends' transgression. 

Oh! Sion's daughter, do not fear 

The cross, the cords, the nails, the spear. 

The myrrh, tbe gall, the vinegar, 

For Christ your loving Saviour, hath 
Drunk up the wine of God's fierce wrath, 
• Only there's left a little froth, — 

Less for to taste than for to shew 
What bitter cups had been your due 
Had he not drunk them all for you. 

Heeeick. 



H 



\ 



i 



98 ' A CHBISTIAJr YEAB 



THUKSDAY BEFORE EASTER. 



I Cob. xi. 23 — ^26. — ^The Lord Jesus the same night 
in which he was betrayed took bread: and when he had 
given thanks, he brake it, and said, Take, eat : this is 
my body, which is broken for you: this do in remem- 
brance or me. After the same manner also he took the 
cup, when he had supped^ saying. This cup is the new 
testament in my blood: this do ye. as oft as ye drink it, 
in remembrance of me. For as oft as ye eat this bread, 
and drink this cup, ye do shew the Lord's death till he 
come. 

Jestts! I, in thy Gospel, read 

That ere Thou didst for sinners Weed, 

Thou didst the Eucharist ordain. 

Souls to sustain. 

From the blest table. Thou didst go, 
To Thy strong agonising woej 
Thence, humble, meek, resigned, sedate, 

Thy death await. 

Saints, whom death threatened to invade, 
Thy altar still their refiige made; 
Humbly assured they best could there 

For death prepare. 

The source of life was in their breast; 
Bv death they could not be distrest; 
They, to that heavenly food inured. 

The cross endured. 
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Death, both illumined and refined 
By that infiammatiTe, the mind; 
Death gave them of their Saviour dear 

The vision clear. 

Jesus! when death approach shall make, 
May I, of Thy dear self, partake; 
That with a will resigned, I may 

Thy call obey. 

May I, like Thee, my death pangs bear, 
Kestioyg on God's paternal care, 
Sprea<£ng my wings to take my flight 

To blissful sight. 

Bp. Ken. 
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Heb. X. 19, 20, 22. — HaTing therefore, brethren, bold- 
ness to enter into the holiest by the blood of Jesus, by a 
new and living way, which he hath consecrated for us, 
through the veil, mat is to say, his flesh; Let us draw 
near with a true heart, in full assurance of faith. 

Fll sing the might of that mysterious love, 
Which neither man below, nor saints above, 
"With aU their comments can explain. 
How all the whole world's life, to die did not disdain. 

Ill sing the fiearchless depths of love divine, 

The depth nnfathomed yet 

By reason's plummet or the line of wit; 

(Too light the plummet and too short the line,) 

How the Eternal Father did bestow 

His own Eternal Son as ransom for His foe. 

I'll sing aloud that all the world may hear, 
llie triumphs of the buried Conqueror; 
How hell was by his pris'ner captive led, 
And the great slayer. Death, slain by the dead. 

Methinks I hear of murdered men the voice, 

Mix'd with the murderers' confused noise, 

Sound from the top of Calvary ; 

My anxious eyes ny up the hiil, and see, 

"Wno 'tis hangs there ttie midmost of the three ; 

Oh how unlike the others. He, 

Look how he bends his gentle head with blessings 

from the tree ; ^ 

His gracious hands ne'er stretched but to do good, 
Nailed to the wood. 
And sinful man does bind 
The arms, which He extends f embrace all human 

kind. 
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Unhappy man! canst thou stand by and see 

AUthis? 

Since He thj sins doth bear, 

Make thou His sufferings thine own, 

And weep, and sigh, and groan. 

If yet thou feelest not the smart 
Of thorns and scourges in thy heart. 
If that be yet not crucified, 
Look on His hands, look on his feet, look on His side. 

OowLET. Slightly altered. 
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GOOD FETOAY, 

John xix. 37. — They shall look on Him whom they 
pierced. 

Oh! my chief good! 
How shall I measure out Thy blood? 
How shall I count what Thee befeU 
And each grief tell? 

Shall I Thy woes 

Number according to Thy foes? 

Or, since one star shewed Thy first breathy 

Shall aK Thy death? 

Or shall each leaf 

Which falls in autumn, name a grief ? 
Or cannot leayes, but &uit be sign 
Of the true Tine? 

Then let each hour 
Of mywhole life one grief devour; 
That Thy distress may run 
And be my 8un. ' 

Or rather let 

My several sins their sorrows get, 
That as each breast his care doth know, 
Each sin may so. 

G. Hebbeet. 
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GOOD FRIDAY. 

Deop, drop, slow tears, 
And bathe those beauteous feet 
Which brought from heaven 
The news and Prince of Peace. 

Cease not, wet eyes, 
His mercies to entreat; 
To cry for vengeance. 
Sin doth never cease. 

In your deep floods 

Drown all your faults and fears. 

Nor let His eye 

See sin, but through my tears. 

P. Fletchee. 
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GOOD FRIDAY. 

Behold the royal ensigns fly, 
Bearing the Cross's mystery; 
"Where life itself did death" endure, 
And by that death did life procure. 

A cruel spear let out the flood 
Of water mixed with saving blood; 
Which gushing from the Saviour's side, 
Drown'd our offences in the tide. 

The mystery we now unfold, 
Which David's sacred lyre foretold 
Of our Lord's kingdom; here we see 
The Saviour on the feai^ tree. 

Hail, Lord! our hope, on Thee we call. 
Who keep this moTvnftil festival. 
Grant to the just, increase of grace, 
And every sinner's crimes efface. 

Blessed Trinity! we praises sing 
To Thee from whom aU mercies spring ; 
Celestial crowns on those bestow. 
Who conquer by the Cross below. 

DEXTMMOin), of Hawthomden. 
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(Bast^r dup. 



I Peter iii. 18. — ^For Christ also hath once suflfered 
for sins, the just for the unjust, that he might bring 
us to God, being put to death in the flesh, but quickened 
by the Spirit. 

Saviotir of mankind, Man, Emmanuel ! 
Who sinless died for sin, who vanquished Hell; 
The first fruits of the grave, whose light did give, 
Light to our darkness; in whose death we live; 
Oh strengthen Thou my faith, convert my will, 
That mine, may Thine obey; protect me still, 
So that the latter, death, may not devour 
My soul seal'd with Thy seal — so in that hour, 
When Thou, whose body sanctified this tomb, 
(Unjustly judged,) a glorious Judge shall come 
To judge tne world with justice; by that sign 
I may be known and entertained for Thine. 

SAin)YS. 



raSCRIPTION 
For the Sepulchre where our Lord was laid. 

Hebe, where our Lord once laid His head, 
Now the grave lies buried. 

Ceashaw. 



\ 



4 



106 A CHBISIIAir TEAS 



EASTER EVEN. 

Oh let the blessed dews for ever shower 
IQpon that ground in whose fedr fields I spy 
The bloody ensign of our Saviour. 
Strange conquest, where the Conqueror most die; 
And fie is slain who wins the victory; 
And He, who living had no house to owe it. 
Now hath no grave; but Joseph must bestow it. 
Oh ran, ye faithful saints, and with fresh flowers 
bestrow it. 

Where'er, dear Lord, Thy shadow hovereth. 
Blessing the place wherein it deigns abide; 
Look how the earth dark horror covereth, 
Clothing in moumfal black h^ naked side; 
Wishing her shadow up to heaven to glide. 
To see and if it meet Thee wand'ring there; 
That so, and if herself must miss Thee here. 
At least her shadow may her duty to Thee bear. 

And you, sweet flowers that in this garden grow. 
Whose happy states a thousand souls envy; 
Did ye your own felicities but know, 
Yourselves implucked would to his funeral hie; 
Oh that I might into your places glide ; 
The gate of heaven is open in His side, 
Therein my soul should steal and all her sins should 
hide. 

Are those the eyes that made all others blind? 
Oh why are they themselves now blemished? 
Is this the face where heavenly beauty shined? 
Are these the feet that on the watery bed 
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Of this tmfiuthfal ooean, passage found ? 
Why are they now placed Jowly under ground? 
Bathed with our worthless tears, and £eir own pre- 
cious wound. 

One hem but of the garments that He wore, 
Could mediciae whole countries of their pain; 
One toucJi of this pale hand could life restore; 
One word of those cold lips reyiye the slain. 
And we a life, a loye, a light obtain. 
Able to save the sick, — ^from death new being gain. 
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EOM. vi. 9, 10. — Christ being raised from the dead 
dieth no more; death hath no more dominion over him. 
For in that he died, he died unto sin once : but in that 
he liyeth, he liyeth unto God. 

Rise, lieir of fresh eternity, 

From the virgin tomb! 
Rise, mighty Man of wonders, and Thy world with 

Thee! 

Thj^tomb the nniversal Eastj 

Nature's new womb ; 
Thy tomb, fair Immortality's perfumed nest. 

Of glories that make noon so gay. 

This is the mom; 
This rock gives forth the fountain of the stream 

of day; 

In joy's white annals live this hour, 

When life was bom; 
No cloud scowl on his radiant lids, nor tempest lower. 

Life, by this light's nativity, 

All creatures have ; 
Death only by this day's just doom is forced to die; 

Nor is death forced, for he may lie 

Throned in Thy grave ; 
Death will on this condition be content to die. 

Ceashaw. 



WITH THE OLD POETS. 109 



EASTER DAY. 

I Cor. XV. 20. — Christ is risen from the dead, and be- 
come the first fruits of them that slept. 

I GAT me flowers to strew Thy way, 
I gat me boughs from many a tree; 
But Thou wast up by break of day, 
And brought'st Thy sweets along with Thee. 

The Sun arising in the East, 

Though he give light, and th' East perftnne, 

If they should offer to contest 

"With Thy arising, they presume. 

Can there be any day but this? 
Though many suns to shine endeavour: 
"We count three hundred, but we miss. 
There is but one, and that one Ever. 

Or, HeEBEET. 
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EASTER DAY. 

OoL. iii. 1. — ^If ye then be risen with Chrifit, seek 
those things which are above, where Christ sitteth on 
the right hand of God. 

Most glorions Lord of life! that on this day 
Did'st make Thy triumphs oyer death and sin; 
And having harrowed death, didst bring away 
Captiyily tnenoe captiYe, ns to win; 
This joyous day, oh Lord! with joy begin, 
And grant that we for whom Thou once did'st die. 
Being with Thy dear blood dean washed from sin^ 
May live for ever in felicity. 
And that Thy love, we, weighing worthily. 
May likewise love Thee for the same again ; 
And for Thy sake that all so dear didst buy, 
Witti love may one another entertain. 
So make us love Thee, Lord, well as we ought. 
Love is the lesson which the Lord hath taught. 

Sfenseb. 
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EASTER DAY. 

Mask xri. 6.— And he said imto them, be not af- 
frighted—He is risen. 

Surrexit Ihminus de septUchro, 

The Lord is risen from dead to life again, 

Qui pro nobis pependft in ligno^ 

Who for onr synnis on the cross was slain; 

Whom to anoint went Mary Magdelene, 

Ibat Maria Salame cum ea; 

When Goddis angel thus did answer plain, 

Surrexitf sicut dtxH, AUehuia! 

His angePs weed was snow white in colour, 
His feu^e as fire flacht, ^^^amyt, ferly bright, 
The knightis, keepers of Cnristis sepnltonr, 
EeU down as dead, affeared at his light; 
Whom to behold they had no grace nor might. 
Et terra motus est foetus in Judea ; 
The word of Jesus is fulfilled right, 
Surrexitf sictU dixit, AUehuia J 

Beholding the brightness of this angel. 
The Magdelene and Mary Salame 
Abased were in spright, says the Evanfi^ll, 
And said, — aback ! be not affeared, said he. 
The Lord is risen whom ve have come to see. 
Jbtse precedit vos in Oalileal 
To his apostles go tell the verity, 
Surrexit, sicttt dixit, AUehuia! 
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All honour we this Lord with joy and glory, 
Thanking that mighty champion invincible, 
That won on tree, triumph of victory. 
Then brake the hellis dungeon most terrible, 
Conquered the dragon hideous and horrible. 
Per cruets validissima trophea; 
And brought the souls to joy ever permansible; 
Surrexit, sicut dixit, Allenuia! 

Please we this Lord that did in battle bide 

Por us, who had no other bute nor beild; 

Quite bloody was his body, back and side. 

He was our mighty Paviss and our shield; 

And Phoebus darkness. Him, Goddis son revealed; 

Sanguinea erant efus eanopea ; 

He died triumphand. He rose and won the field; 

Surrexity sictU dixit, Allehuia ! 

Dttnbae. 
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EASTER DAY. 

Ex. xii. 12. — ^I will pass through the land of Egypt 
this night, and will smite all the firstborn in the hmd 
of Egypt, Doth man and beast; and against aU the gods 
of Egypt I will execute judgment: I am tiie Lord. 

It was the time wlieii the still moon, 

Had moxmted softly to lier noon ; 
And dewy sleep, which from night's secret springs 
arose, 

Gently as Nile the land o'erflows. 
When lo, from the high countries of refined day, 

(The golden Heaven without aUay,) 
Michael, the warlike Prince, does downward fly: 

Swift as the journeys of the sight, 

Swift as the race of light. 
And with his winged wiU cuts through the yielding 
sky. 

He passed throi^h many a star, and as he passed 
Shone like a star in them more hrightly there. 

Than they did in their sphere. 
On a taU Pyramid's pointed head he stopped at last. 

And a mild look of sacred pity cast, 

Down on the sinful land where he was sent, 

T' inflict a tardy punishment. 
Ah yet, said he, yet stuhhom King, repent, 

"While thus unarmed I stand ; 
Ere the keen sword of God, fills my commanded hand, 

Suffer hut yet thyself and thine to live ; 

Who would, alas ! believe. 

That It for man (said he) 

So hard to he forgiven snould he. 

And yet for God so easy to forgive. 

He spoke, and downwards flew. 
And o'er his shining form a cloud he threw. 
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He passed more swift and free 
Than in wide air the wanton swallows flee. 

He took a pointed pestilence in his hand; 
The spirits of a thousand mortal poisons, made 

The strongly tempered blade 

The sharpest sword that e*er was laid 
In the magazines of God to scourge a wicked land. 

Thro* Egypt's wicked land his march he took, 
And as he maxdied, the sacred flrst-bom strook 

Of every womb ; none did he spare, 
Kone, from the meanest beast to Cenchre's purple heir. 

The swift approach of endless night. 
Breaks ope the woimded sleepers rolling eyes; 

They wake the next wim dying cries, 

And darkness doubles his amright; 
The mixed sounds of scattered death they hear, 
And lose their parted souls 'twixt grief and fear. 

Louder than all, the woman's shrieking yoice,* 

Pierces this chaos of confused noise ; 

As brighter lightning cuts a way 

Clear and distmguished through the day. 
With less complaints, the Zoan temples soimd. 

Where the adored Heifer's drowned, 
And T^o true marked successor to be found. 
While health and strength and gladness do possess 

The festal Hebrew cottages; 
The blest destroyer came not there 

To interrupt the sacred cheer. 
That well begins their new reformed year. 

Upon the doors he read and understood, 

God's protection, writ in blood; 
Well was he skilled in th' character divine ; 

And though he passed by it in haste, 

He bowed, and worshipped as he past, 
The mighty mystery through its humble sign. 

Cowley. 
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Acts x. 40 — 42. — Him God raised up the third day, 
and shewed him openly; not to all the people, but unto 
witnesses chosen before of God, even to us, wno did eat 
and drink with him after he lose from the dead. And 
he commanded us to preach unto the people and to tes- 
tify that it is He which was ordainea of God to be the 
Judge of quick and dead. 

Death over Him no power 
Shall long usurp; ere the third dawning light 
Eetom, me stars of mom shall see Him rise 
Out of His grave, fresh as the dawning light; 
Thy ransom paid, which man from death redeems, 
His death for man, as many as oifered life 
Neglect not, and the benefit embrace 
£7 faith not void of works ; this Gt)dlike act 
AtitiuIs thy doom, the death thou should' st have died, 
In sin for ever lost from life ; this act 
Shall bruise the head of Satan, crush his strength, 
Defeating sin and death, his two main arms, 
And fix, far deeper in his head their stings 
Than temporal death shall bruise the Victor's heel, 
Or theirs whom He redeems ; a death, like sleep, 
A gentle wafting to eternal life. 
Nor after resurrection shall He stay 
Longer on earth than certain times t' appear 
To ms disciples ; men who in this Hfe 
Still followed Him; to them shall leave in charge 
To teach all nations what of Him they learned 
And His salvation ; them who shall believe 
Baptizing in the profluent stream, the sign 
Of washing them from guilt of sin to life 
Pure, and in mind prepared, if so befaU, 
Tor death, like that which tiie Redeemer died. 



All nations shall they teach^ for, from that day 

Not only to the sons of Abraham's loins 

Salvation shall be preached, but to the sons 

Of Abraham's faith, wherever through the world ; 

So in His Seed all nations shall be blest. 

Then, to the Heaven of Heavens He shall ascend 

"With victory, triumphing through the air 

Over his foes and thme; there shall surprise 

The serpent, prince of air, and drag in chains 

Through all his realms, and there confoimded leave; 

Then enter into glory, and resume 

His seat at Gk)d's right hand, exalted high 

Above all names in Heaven; and thence shall come 

When this world's dissolution shall be ripe, 

"With glory and power to judge both quick and dead; 

To ju<^e th' unfaithful dead, but to reward 

His faithful, and receive them into bliss. 

Whether in Heaven or Earth; for then the Earth 

Shall be all Paradise, far happier place 

Than Eden 

Oh Goodness infinite, Gk)odness immense! 
That all this good of evil'^ould produce, 
And evil turn to good ; more wonderful 
Than that which by Creation first brought forth 
Light out of darkness ! 

Milton. Paradise Lost, 
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Acts xiii. 32, 33. — ^And we declare unto you glad ti- 
dings, how that the promise which was made unto the 
fathers, God hath fulnlled the same unto their children 
in that He hath raised up Jesus again. 

Hail, holy Victor! greatest Victor, hail! 
That hell didst conquer, against death prevail, 
Oh! how Thou long*d-for com*st! with joyful cries, 
The triumphing Palatinates of the skies, 
Salute Thy rising — ^Earth could joy no more 
If in Thy rising. Thou didst not restore. 
A stony tomb could not His flesh enclose, 
Who id Heaven's trembling terraces dispose ; 
No monument could such a lewel hold; 
No rock, tho' ruby, diamond, or gold. 
Thou didst lament and pity human races 
Bestowing on us of Thy bounteous graces 
More than we forfeited and lost at nrst, 
Rebels in Eden, when we were accurst. 
Then, Earth our portion was, Earth's joys but ffiven; 
Earth and Earth's bliss, Thou hast exclianged for 

Heaven. 
Oh! what a light of good upon us streams 
Prom the great splendour of Thy bounty's beams; 
When we deserved shame, horror, flames of wrath, 
Thou heal'dst our wounds. Thou sufferedst our death. 
Thy Father's justice pleas'd — hell, death o'eroome. 
In triumph now Thou risest from Thy tomb. 
With glories which past sorrows countervail 
Hail, noly Victor! greatest Victor, hail! 

DBUMMOin). 



I John t. 4, 6. — ^Whatsoever is bom of Grod orer- 
cometh the world; and this is the victory that over- 
cometh the world, even our faith. Who is he that 
overcometh the world, but he that believeth that Jesus 
is the Son of God. 

He who receives 
Light from above, from the foxuitaiii of light, 
No other doctrine needs. 

The rest are false and little else but dreams, 
Conjectures, fancies, built on nothing firm. 
The wise Philosopher but this professed 
To know this only, that he noming knew; 
Others, in virtue placed felicity. 
But virtue joined with riches and long life. 
The Stoic last, in philosophic pride, 
By him caQed virtue ; and his virtuous man, 
Wise, perfect in himself, all else excelling. 
Equal to God — oft shames not to ]f refer. 
As fearing God nor man, contemmng all. 
Wealth, pleasure, pain, or torment, death and life ; 
Which, when he lists he leaves, or boasts he can; 
For all his feeble talk is but vain boast, 
Or subtle shift conviction to evade. 
Alas! what can they teach and not mislead. 
Ignorant of themselves, of God much more. 
And how the world began, and how man fell, 
Degraded by himself, on grace depending; 
Much of the soul they talk, but all awry. 
And in themselves seek virtue, and to tnemselves 
All glory arrogate, to God give none ; 
Bather accuse Him under usual names. 
Fortune or Fate, as one regardless quite 



Of mortal tliiiigs. — ^Who therefore seeks in these 
True wisdom, tinds her not; or, by delusion. 
Far worse, her false resemblance only meets, 
An empty cloud. However, many books, 
"Wise men have said are wearisome ; who reads 
Incessantly, and to his reading brings not 
A spirit of judgment equal or superior, 
Uncertain and imsettlea still remains. 
Deep versed in books, and shallow in himself. 
If I would delight my private hours 
"With music or with poem, where so soon 
As Sion's songs, to all true taste excelling, 
Where God is praised aright, and God-l&e men, 
13ie Holiest of Holies, and His saints. 



Tbue image of the Father; whetlier throned 
In the bosom of bUss, and light of light 
Conceiving ; or, remote from HeaVn, inshrined 
In fleshy tabernacle, and human form, 
"Wand'rmg the wilderness ; whatever place, 
Habit, or state, or motiom stiU expressing 
The Son of God, with God-like force indued 
gainst th' attempter of Thy Father's throne, 
With all his army; now hast Thou avenged 
Supplanted Adam, and by vanquishing 
Temptation, hast regained lost Paradise. 
A fairer Paradise is founded now 
For Adam and his chosen sons, whom Thou, 
A Saviour, art come down to re-install, 
Where they shall dwell secure, when time shall be 
Of Tempter and temptation without fear. 

Milton. Paradise ^gained* 



\ 
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FIEST SUNDAY AETEE EASTEE. 

I John v. 5, 11. — ^Who is he that overcometh the world, 
but he that belieyeth that Jesus is the Son of God? 

This is the record, that God hath given to ui eternal 
life, and this life is in his Son. 

Heae the glad message to the shepherds given 

Good will on Earth to man, and peace in Heay'n. 

Kedemption, oh thou wondrons, mystic plan 

The salutary source of life to man! 

What tongue can speak thy comprehensive grace ? 

What thought thy depths imfathomable traSe? 

When lost in sin our ruined nature lay. 

When awful justice claimed the righteous pay, 

See the mild Saviour bend his pitymg eye. 

And stop the lightning just prepared to fly ? 

Oh, strange effect of unexampled love ! 

View him descending from tne Heav'n above ; 

Patient, the ills of mortal life endure ; 

Calm though reviled, and innocent though poor; 

Uncertain His ahode, and poor His food ; 

His life, one fair continual scene of good. 

Look, to the Cross, the Lord of Life is tied ; 

They pierce His hands, and wound His sacred side ; 

See God expire our forfeit to atone, 

While natiue trembles at His parting groan! 

Shall Jesus die thy freedom to regain. 

And wilt thou drag the voluntary chain? 

Can'st thou refuse a glad assent to give 

When, dying. He looks down to bid thee live? 

Perverse, wUt thou reject the proffered good, 

Bought with His life, and steaming in His blood ? 

Whose virtue can thy deepest sins efface, 

Eeheal thy nature, and oonffim thy peace ; 
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Can aJl the errors of thy life atone, 

And raise thee from a rebel o a son. 

Oh! blest Eedeemer, from Thy sacred throne, 

Where saiats and angels sing Thy trixunphs won ; 

From that exalted height of bliss supreme, 

Look down on those who bear Thy sacred name; 

E.estore their ways, inspire them by Thy grace. 

Thy laws to follow, and Thy steps to trace. 

Thy bright example to Thy doctrine join. 

And by their morals prove their faith divine. 

Nor only to this Church confine Thy ray. 

O'er the glad world Thy healing light ^gplay; 

Fair Sun of Eighteousness ! in beauty rise, 

And clear the mists that cloud the mental skies ; 

To Judah*s remnant! (now a scattered train), 

Oh! great Messiah! shew Thy promised reign. 

O'er earth as wide Thy saying warmth diffuse. 

As spread the ambient air or freshening dews. 

And haste the time, when, yanquished by Thy power. 

Death shall expire, and sin dome no more. 

% BOTCE. 
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IPETEBii. 21 — ^24.— Herennto were ye called: be- 
cause Christ also suffered for us, leaving us an example, 
that ye should follow his steps: who did no sin, neither 
was guile found in his mouth: who, when he was 
revil^, reviled not agpEun ; when he suffered, he threat- 
ened not ; but committed himself to him tnat iudgeth 
righteously : who his own self bare our sins in his own 
b^y on tne tree, that we, being dead to sins, should 
live unto righteousness. 

Aloite as I went up and down 
In an abbey fair to see; 
Thinking what consolation 
"Was best xmto adversity; 
By chance I cast aside mine ee, 
And saw this written on a wall ; 
<< Of what estate, man, that thou be, 
Obey, and thank thy God of all." 

Ko kingdom, nor a great empire, 
Nor royalty, nor rich array; 
]!^onght shall endure at thy desire, 
But as the wind shall wend away. 
Thy gold, and aU thy goodis gay, 
If fortune list, shall from thee fall; 
Thou see'st such samples every day. 
Obey, and thank thy God of alL 

Though thou be blind or have an halt, 

Or in thy fiEU>e deformed HI, 

So it come not by thy default, 

Ko man should thee reprove by skill; 
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Blame not thy Lord, it is His will ; 
Spurn not thy foot against the wall ; 
But with meek heart and prayer still 
Obey, and thank thy God of aU. 

God of his justice must correct, 

And of His mercy, pity have; 

He is a jud^e to none suspect, 

To punish smful man, and save. 

Though thou be wealthy, great and high, 

And afterwards be bound to thrall, 

Or beggar in his misery, 

Obey, and thank thy God of all. 

The changing and great yariance 
Of costly statis up and down. 
Is not a casualty and chance 
(As some men say without reason) j 
But by the great provision^ 
Of God above, that rule thee shall; 
Therefore thou art for ever boun' 
Tobey, and thank thy God for all. 



In wealth be meek, raise not thyself. 
Be glad in humble poverty; 
Thy power, and thy worldis pelf 
Is nought but very vanity: 
Remember Him that died on tree 
(Eor our sakes tasting bitter gall,^ 
Exalts low hearts, and humbles high, 
Obey, and thank thy God of all. 

Henbyson. 



\ 
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SECOND SUNDAY APTER EASTER. 

Num. xxiii. 8. — ^How Bhall I curse, whom Grod hath 
not cursed? or how shall I defy whom the Lord hath 
not defied? 

He waved his wajid,— dark spirits knew 
That rod, yet none obeyed his call; 
And twice the mystic sims he drew. 
And twice beheld them bootless all, 
Then knew the seer Jehovah's hand, 
He crushed the scroll, he broke the wand. 

" I feel Him like a burning fire, 
" When I would curse my lips are dumb ; 
*' But from those lips, midst hate and ire, 
** Unchecked, the words of blessing come, 
" They come, and on His people rest, 
" A people by the curser blest. 

" I see them on the mountain top, 
" How fair their dwellings on the plain! 
" Like trees that clothe tiie valley's slope, 
" Like waves that glitter on the main, 
" Strong, strong the lion slumb'ring there, 
** Who first shcdl rouse him from his lair? 

" Crouch Amalek! and thou vain king, 
" Crouch by thy altars, vainer still; 
" Heard ye the royal shouts that ring 
" From Israel's camp beneath the hill? - 
** They have a God amidst their tents, 
** Banner at once, and battlements. 
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" A star shall break through yonder skies, 
" And beam on every nation's sight; 
" From yonder ranks a sceptre rise, 
" And bow the nations to its might, 
« I see their glorious strength afar, 
" All hail, mild sceptre! hul, bright star! 

" And who am I, for whom is flung 
" Aside the shrouding veil of time? 
" The Seer, whose rebel soul is wrung 
" By wrath, and prophecy, and crime, 
" The future as the past I see, 
" Woe, woe for Moab! woe for me!" 

On Peor^s top the wizard stood. 
Around him, Moab's Princes bowed; 
He bade, — ^ttie altar streamed with blood. 
And incense wrapped him like a shroud, 
But vain the rites of earth and hell, 
He stood — a mastered oracle. 

Miss JEwsBtmr. 
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John xvi. 22. — ^Te now therefore have sorrow: but I 
will see you again, and your heart shall rejoice, and 
your joy no man taketh from jrou. 

Soft recall the moments dear 
Softened by penitential tear; 
A beam of pardon through me shined ; 
Diffiifidng sweetness through my mind; 
Fpon my knees, while t?iat I felt, 
I could eternally have dwelt. 

My God! to what endearing ways 
Dost Thou descend, my soul to raise ; 
The wings of the All-gracious Dove, 
Shed soft, sweet penitential love. 
Thought humble, and devout traject 
And make me on myseK reflect. 

Lord, when the blessing of both lives 
To recollect my spirit strives. 
Their number and their greatness swell 
To heights which lowly verse excellj 
Yet viewing my vile self the more. 
Thy goodness undeserved adore. 

Thyself, oh! great and gracious Lord, 

Thou hast prepared for our reward. 

And Thy benignities so clear 

So beatifical appear. 

That 'tis im^ssible to love, 

And not desire Thy sight above. 
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Lord! while in view Thv love I keep, 
The fruits of love I daily reap; 
Heart-easing tears whene'er 1 slide, 
Some grace and mercy nndescried; 
Or ze^ all frozen hearts to fire, 
Till they to love Thee shall conspire. 

To prayers some gracious answers sent, 

Some meditations more intent; 

Or sudden fervency devout. 

Or heavenly guidance when in doubt, 

Or fresh aversion to false jov, 

Or some new hymns which love emj^oy. 

£p. EsN. 
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TFIRD SUNDAY AFTER EASTER. 

I Peteb ii. 11. — ^Dearly beloved, I beseech you as 
strangers and pilgrims, abstain from fleshly lusts which 
war against the souL 

God of my life ! and author of my days ! 
Permit my feeble voice to lisp Thy praise, 
And, trembling, take npon a mortal tongue, 
The hallowed Kame to harps of seraphs sung: 
Yet here, the brightest seraphs could no more 
Than veil their faces, tremble and adore. 
Worms, angels, men, in every different sphere 
Are equal all; for all are nothing here. 
All nature faints beneath the mighlv name. 
Which nature's works through aU tneir parts 
proclaim. 

I feel that name my inmost thoughts controul. 
And breathe an amul stillness through my soul: 
As by a charm the waves of grief subside ; 
Impetuous passion stops her headlong tide ; 
At Thy felt presence, all emotions cease. 
And my hushed spirit finds a sudden pe ace 
Tin every worldly thought within me dies. 
And earfli's gay pageants Tanish from my eyes; 
TUl all my sense is lost in infinite, 
And one vast object fills my aching sight. 

But soon alas! the holy calm is broke, 
My soul submits to wear her wonted yoke; 
With shackled pinions strives to soar in vain, 
And mingles with the dross of earth again. 
But He, our gracious Master, kind as just, 
Xnowing our frame, remembers man is dust. 
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His spirit ^yer brooding o'er the mind, 
Sees tiie first wish to better hopes inclined : 
Marks the young dawn of every virtuous aim, 
And fans the smoking flax into a flame. 

His ears are open to the softest cry, 
His grace descends to meet the lined eye. 
He reads the language of a silent tear, 
And sighs are incense £rom a heart sincere. 
Such are the vows, the sacriflce I give. 
Accept the vow, and bid the suppliant live. 
From each terrestrial bondage set me free, 
Still every wish {hat centres not in Thee; 
Bid my fond hopes, my vain disquiets cease. 
And point my path to everlasting peace. 

If the soft hand of winning pleasure leads 
B y living waters, and through flowery meads. 
When aU is smiling, tranquil and serene. 
And vernal beauty paints the flattering scene; 
Oh! teach me to elude each latent snare, 
And whisper to my sliding heart, — ^beware! 
With caution let me hear the Syren's voice, 
And doubtful, with a trembling heart, rejoice. 

If Mendless, in a vale of tears I stray. 
Where briars wound, and thorns perplex my way, 
Still let my steady soul Thy goodness see, 
And with strong confidence lay hold on Thee. 
Witii equal eye my various lot receive, 
Eed^^ to cue, or resolute to live; 
Prepared to kiss the sceptre or the rod. 
While God is seen in all, and all in God. 

I read his awfal name emblazoned high 
Witih golden letters on th' illumined sky; 
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Nor less the mystic characters I see 
Wrought in each flower, inscribed in every tree: 
In every leaf that trembles in the breeze 
I hear me voice of God among the trees: 
With Thee, in shady solitudes I walk, 
With Thee, in busy, crowded cities talk; 
In every creature own Thy forming power, 
In each event Thy providence adore; 
Thy hopes shall animate my drooping soul. 
Thy precepts guide me, and Thy fears controul; 
Thus shall I rest unmoved from all alarms. 
Secure within the Temple of Thy arms: 
!From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free. 
And feel myself omnipotent in lliee. 
Then, when at last the closing hour draws nigh. 
And earth recedes before the swimming eye. 
When trembling on the doubtful edge of mte, 
I Stand, and stretch my view to either state; 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high. 
And having lived to Thee, in Thee to die. 

Mbs. Babbaxtld. 
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Jakes i. 17, 18. — ^Erery good gift and every perfect gift 
is from above, and oometh down m>m the Father of lights, 
with whom is no variableness, neither shadow of turning. 
Of his own will begat he us with the word of truth,that 
we should.be a Mnd of firstfruits of his creatures. 

God's word all things produced; 
Tho' chiefly not for glory as prime end, 
But to shew forth His goodness, and impart 
His good communicable to every soul 
Freely; of whom wliat could He less expect 
Than ^lory and benediction; that is, thanks, 
The slightest, easiest, readiest reoompence 
From them whp can return Him notning else. 
And why should man seek glory? who of his own 
Hath nothing, and to whom nothing belongs 
But condemnation, ignominy and shame ; 
Who for so many benefits received 
Turned recreant to Ctod, ingiate and false. 
And so of all true good himself despoiled. 
Yea, sacrilegious, to himself would take 
That which to God alone of right belongs: 
Yet so much bounty is in God, such grace, 
That, who advance His glory not their own. 
Them, He himself to honour will advance. 

Milton. Paradise Regained. 



Doubt not, but in Valley or in Plain 
God is around: and will be found alike 
Present, and of His presence man^ a sign 
Still following thee; still compassmff thee round, 
^ With goodness and paternal lx)ve,— Slis face 
Express, and of His steps the trace divine. 
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FOXJETH sum) AY AITEE EASTER. 

Jambs i. IT.^Erery good gift and eyery perfect gift 
is from above, and cometh down from the Father of 
]ip;hts, -wiHi whom is no Yariableness, neither shadow 
of tuniing. 

See how the orient dew, 

Shed from the bosom of the mopi. 

Into the blowing roses; 

Eor tiie clear region where 'twas bom 

Konnd in itself encloses, 

And in its little globe's extent. 
Frames as it can, its native element. 

How it the pnrple flowers does slight, 

Scarce touching where it lies; 

But gazing back upon the skies 

Shines witii a monmfal light. 

Restless it roUs, and insecure, 

Trembling lest it grow impure. 

Till the warm sun pities its pain, 
And to the sky exhales it back again. 

To the soul, that drop, that ray 

Of the dear Fountain of Eternal Day, 

Could it within the human flower be seen, 

Kememb'ring still its former height. 

Shuns the sweet leaves and blossoms green. 

And recollecting its own light 
Does in its pure and circling thoughts express 
The greater heayen in a heaven less. 

In how coy a flgure wound 

Every way it turns away. 

So the world excluding round, 

Yet receiving in the day; 

Dark beneatih, but brignt above. 

Here disdaining, there in love. 
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How loose and easy hence to go. 

How girt and reaxfy to asceno. 

Moving bnt on a point below, 

It all about does upward tend, 
Sncb did the manna's sacred dew distill, 
White and entire, although congealed and ohilL 
Congealed on earth, but does dissolying run, 
Into the glory of th' Almighty Sun. 

A. Maeyell. 
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4iP §^nU^ ixpi (Bastitr. 

JoBir xvi. SS.^Whatsoerer ye shall ask the Father 
in my name, He will giye it you. 

Oh heavenly God, that governs every thing. 
Whose power in heaven and in the earth we know. 
Thou Grod, from whom the gifts of grace do spring, 
Atteiid my suit, who am opprest with woe. 
And pity. Lord, some pily &ke. 
And cleanse my soul for Jesus' sake. 

I mourn the life that I have led before. 
The days ill spent that come into my mind; 
Oh! fill me with repentance very sore, 
And threaten death unless I favour find. 
And then, oh! Lord, some pity take, 
And cleanse my soul for Jesus' sake. 

Oh wayward world, that flatt^rest earthly man 
With heavenly joys, and bring'st him down to hell, 
I love thee not—do thou whate'er thou can, 
My lon^:ing stiU is with my Lord to dwell, 
Wno will return, and pity take. 
And cleanse my soul for Jesus' sake. 

Anontmotjs. Published 1601. 



WITH THE OLD POETS. 135 



PIFTH STJ]!0)AY AFTER EASTER. 

James i. 22. — ^Be ye doers of the word, and not hear- 
ers only, deceiving your own selyes. 

rntST worship God. — ^He that forgets to pray, 
Bids not himself gOod morrow nor good aay. 
Let thy first labour be to purge thy sin. 
And serve him first, whence all things do begin. 
Honour thy parents and prolong thine end, 
With them, though for a truth do not contend; 
Whoever msikes his Father's heart to bleed, 
Shall have a child who will ayenge the deed. 

Think that is just. 'Tis not enough to do 
Unless thy very thought be upright too. 
Defend the truth; for that, too will not die 
A coward is, and gives himself the lie. 
Honour the Eing as one their par^ts do, 
For he's thy Fatner and thy Country's too.^ 
Swear not, an oath is like a dangerous dart 
Which will rebound to wound the shooter's heart. 
To doubtful matters do not headlong run, 
Whaf s weU left off, is better not begun ; 
First think; and if thy thoughts approve thy will, 
Then speak; and after that tiiou speak'st, bne stilL 

So live with men as knowing that God's eye 
Can everywhere into thy actions spy. 
Strive to do well; tread in the i^nght ways, 
And rather count thy actionB than my days; 
Live weU, and then now soon soe'er thou die, 
Thou art of age to daim Eternity. 

RAimOLFH. 
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Acts i. 9, 10, 11. — ^And a cloud receiyed him out of 
their sight. And while they looked stedfastly toward 
heayen, as he went up, behold two men stood by them in 
white apparel; which also said, Ye men <tf Gkinlee, why- 
stand ye gazing up into heayen? this same Jesus whicn 
is taken up from you into heayen, shall so come in like 
manner as ye haye seen him go into heayen. 

He is risen higher, not set ; 
Indeed a cloud 
Did with his leave make bold to shroud 
The Sun of glory firom Mount OHvet ; 
At Pentecost he shews himself again; 
When eyerv ray shaU he a ton^e 
To speak all comforts, and inspire 
Our souls with their celestial nre; 
That we, the saints among, 
May sing aad reign. 

Amen. 

Bp. Tatlob. 
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ASCENSION DAY. 



Mabk xyI. 19. — So then affcer the Lord had spoken 
unto them, he was received up into heaven, and sat on 
the right hand of God. 

Bbight portals of the sky, 
Embossed with sparkling stars, 

Doors of Eternity, 
With diamantine bars; 
Your cloudy yeils uphold, 
Loose all your closing in>riugs, 
Ope wide your leaves of goW, 
That in your vaults may come the fang of Eings. 

Scarf 'd in a rosy cloud, 
He doth ascend the air; 
Straight doth the mom Him shroud 
With her resplendent hair. 
The next, eyery stalled light, 
Submits to His, its beams, 
And He doth trace the height 
Of that fair lamp, which flanies of glory streams. 

OhI.Wellspring of this aUf 
Thy Eather's image dear! 
Word! that from nought did call 
Each^brightly rolling sphere, 
Our soul's eternal food! 
Earth's joy; delight of Heayen; 
All Truth, Loye, Beauty, Good I 
To Thee, to Thee our praise is oyer giyen. 



\ 
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By Thee that blemish old 
Of Eden's leprous Prince, 
'Wliioh on his race took hold, 
And him exiled from thence ; 
Now put away, is far, 
With sword in ireful guise ; 
No Seraphim shall bar 
Erom man, the entrance into !Raradise. 

By Thee, those spirits pure, 
Eirst Children of the light, 
Now fixed stand and sure 
In their eternal right. 
Now human companies 
Eepair their mined wall: 
Eall'n man thou mak'st to rise, 
Thou giVst to Angels that they should not falL 

By Thee, the Prince of sm. 
That dotii with mischief swell, 
Hath lost where he did win, 
And doth endangered dweU; 
His spoils are made the prey. 
His fanes are sacked and torn, 
His altars razed away, 
And what admredwas lat^, now lies a scorn. 

Now each ethereal gate 
To Him hath opend been; 
And glory's Sing in state 
His Palace enters in; 
Now comes the great High Priesl 
To the most holy place, 
Not without blooa addrest, 
With glory heayen to erown, and emk with grace. 
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Oh! glory of the Heayen; 

Oh! sole delight of Earth; 

To Thee, all power be giyen, 

God's uncreated birth. 

Of mankiiid, loTer true, 

Endurer of his wrong, 

Who did thisy^orld renew, 
Still be Thou our salvation and onr song ! 
From top of OHvet such tones did rise, 
When man's Eedeemer did transcend the skies. 

DBmacoND. 
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§im&^ ^eti Amnion' lag. 

I PsTER It. 11. — ^That Gh)d in all things may he glo- 
rified, through Jesus Glirist, to whom be praise and 
dominion for ever and ever. Amen. 

In His blest life 
I see thepathy and in His death the price, 
And in His ^at ascent, the proof supreme 
Of inunortaJity. And did He rise ? 
Hear oh ye nations, hear it oh ye dead! 
He rose, He rose; he burst the gates of death, 
lift up your heads, ye eyerlasting gates. 
And give the Xing of Glory to come in. 
"Who is tiie Xing of .GHory? He who left 
His throne of glory for tne pang of death. 
Lift up your heads ye everlasting gates. 
And ^ve the King of Glonr to come in. 
Who is tiie King of Glory? He who slew 
Hie raVnous foe that gorged the human race. 
The "K^iTig of Glory He whose ^lory filled 
Heaven with amazement at His love to man. 
The theme, the joy, then how shall man sustain? 
Oh the burst gates, — crushed sting, — demolished throne. 
Last gasp of vanquished death! Shout earth and 

Heaven 
This sum of good to man, whose nature then 
Took wing and mounted with Him firom the tomb. 
...... 

Where am I rapt by this immortal theme? 

Where is mj boast of immortality? 

I boast it still, though covered o'er with guilt ; 

For guilt, not innocence His life He poured. 
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And what is thia? Survey the wondrous cure, 
And at each ste]p let higher wonder rise. 
Pardon for infinite offence; and pardon 
Through means that speak its yalue infinite ; 
A pardon boi^ht with hlood, with hlood diyine; 
With hlood divine of Him I made my foe; 
Persisted to provoke, though wooed and awed, 
Blest and chastised, a flagrant rehel stUl ; 
A rehel mid the thunders of His throne. 
Nor I alone, a rehel universe. 
Bound eVry heart, and every hosom hum! 
Oh, what a scale of miracles is here! 
Its lowest round hi^h planted in the skies, 
Its towering summit, lost heyond the thought 
Of man or angel; oh that I could climh 
The wonderml ascent with equal praise! 
• • • • • • 

Oh! mav I hreathe no longer, than I hreathe 
My soul in i>raise to Him who gave my soul 
And all her infinite of prospect fair. 
Cut from the shades of nell great Love hy Thee, 
Oh most adorahle, most unadored. 
Where shall the praise hegin which ne'er should 
end? 

YOTJNG. 
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SUlirDAY AFTEE ASCENSION DAY. 



Acts i. 6 — ^9. — ^When they therefore were come to- 
gether, they asked of him, saying, Lord, wilt thon at 
this time restore again the kingdom to Israel ? And he 
said unto them. It is not for you to know f2ie times or 
the seasons, which the Father hath put ia his own power. 
But ye shall receive power, after tliat the Holy Ghost 
is come upon you: and ye diall be witnesses unto me. 
And when he nad spoken these Itiings^ while they be- 
held, he was taken up : and a (dicmd reoeived him out of 
their sight. 

Angels of light! yowc God and King sniroxind 

With noble songs in His exalted flesh ; 

He claims your -worship; idule His saints on Earth 

Bless their Eedeemer God with hnmhle tongues. 

Angels, with lofty honours crown His head! 

We, bowing at His feet, by faith may feel 

His distant influence; and. confess His love. 

If He refirain to cast on me His eye 
Down from His Palace ; nor my longing sonl 
With upward glance can spy mv risen Lord, 
Through His Wue pavement; 1*11 behold Him still 
With sweet reflections on the precious cross. 
All in His blood, and anguish groaning deep. 
Gating and dying there . . . 

Eternity lies open to my view 

Here, the beginning and the end of all 

I can discover. Christ the end of all 

And Christ the great beginning. He my head, 

My God, my Glory, and my All in AIL 
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Oh ! that the day, the joyful day were come, 

• ••••• 

When shontmg saints 
Sunonnd their King; and God's eternal Son 
Shews in the midst, but with superior light. 
And like Himself: then, the mysterious Word, 
Long hid behind the letter shall appear 
All spirit and life; and in the fullest li^ht 
Stana forth to public Tiew, and there disclose 
His Father's sacred words and wondrous ways. 
Then, wisdom, righteousness and grace divine, 
Through all the infinite transactions past 
In-wrought and shining, shall with double blaze 
Strike our astonished ejes, and ever reign. 
Admired and glorious in triumphant light. 
Death, and tiie Tempter, and the Man of Sin 
Now at the bar arraigned, in judgment cast, 
Shall vex the Saints no more; but perfect love 
And loudest praises perfect joj create, 
While ever circling years maintain the blissM state. 

Watts. 




\ 
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WM §^wd^. 



John xiv. 16.— I will pray the Father, and he diall 
eive yon another Comforter, that he may abide with yon 
for ever, 

Feom Heayen 
He to His own a Comforter shall send, 
The promise of the Father; who shall dwell 
'HIb Spirit within them ; and the law of faith, 
Working through love, upon their hearts shaU write. 
To guide them in all truth, and also arm 
With spiritual armour; ahle to resist 
Satan's assaults and quench his fiery darts; 
What man can do against them not afiraid, 
Tho' to the death, — against such cruelties 
With inward consolations recompensed. 
And oft supported so as shall amaze 
The proudest persecutors. For the Spirit 
Poured first on the Apostles whom He sends 
To evangelize the nations, then on all 
Baptised, shall them with wondrous gifts endue, 
To speak all tongues and do all miracles 
As Old their Lora hefore them. Thus they win 
Great numbers of each nation to receive 
With joy the tidings brought from Heaven. At length, 
Their ministry penormed and race well run, 
Their doctrine and their story written left. 
They die ; but in their room, as they forewarn, 
Wolves shall succeed for teachers, grievous wolves, 
And heavy persecution oft shall rise 
On all who in. the worshippersevere 
Of spirit and of truth. The rest, the greater part, 
Will deem in outward rites and specious forms 
Eeligion satisfied. 



\ 
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So shall the world go on 
Under her own weight groaning; till the day 
Appear of respiration to the just 
And vengeance to the wicked: at return 
Of Him — ^the Seed — ^the Saviour and the Lord, 
Last, in the clouds, from Heaven to be revealed 
In gloiy of the Fatiier, to dissolve 
Satan with his perverted "world; then raise 
New Heavens, new Earth, a^es of endless date, 
Founded in righteousness ana peace and love, 
To bimg forth frtdts— joy and eternal bHss. 

MjLTOiSf, Paradise Lost 
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WHIT SUNDAY. 

John ziy. 26. — ^The Comforter, which is the Holy 
Ghost, whom the Father will send in my name, B!e 
shall teach you all things. 

_ • • 

WoTTLDST thou loYO God, as He thee? then digest, 

My soul, this wholesome meditatien; 

How God the Spirit by angels waited on 

In Heaven, doth make His temple in thy breast. 

The Father, and the gracious Son most blest, 

Have deigned to cleanse thee bv adoption, 

To glory heir and Sabbath's endless rest. 

The Son of Glory came down, and was slain. 

Whom He had made and Satan slaved, t' unbind. 

'Twas much that man was made like God before. 

But that God should be made like man, much more. 

Donne. 
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P^n^a^ In ^Sttutsun Wttk. 

I Cob. xii. 7. — ^The manifestatloii of the Spirit is 
giyen to every man to profit withal. 

Cb£ATOs Spirit! by whose aid 
The world's foundatioiis first were laid, 
Come, visit every humble mind, 
Come, pour thy joys on human kind ; 
From sm and sorrow set us free. 
And make Thy temples, worthy Thee. 

Oh! source of uncreated light, 
The Father's promised Paraclete! 
Thrice holy Fount, thrice holy Fire, 
Our hearts'with h^venly love inspi^! 
Come, and Thy sacred unction bring 
To sanctify us while we sing. 

Plenteous of grace, descend from high, 

Eich in Thy sevenfold energy! 

Thou strength of the Almighty hand ! 

Whose power doth Heaven and Earth command, 

Proceeding Spirit, our defence. 

Who doth the gift of tongues dispense. 

And crown'st Thy gifts with eloquence. 

Refine and purge our earthly parts, 
Eut oh! inimme and warm our hearts; 
Our frailties help, eoar wills control; 
Submit the senses t6 the soul; 
And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay Thy hands and hold them down. 
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Chase from our mind th' infernal foe, 
And peace, the fruit of love, bestow; 
And, lest our feet should step astray, 
Protect and guide us on our way; 
Make us eternal truths receive, 
And practise all that we |[)elie ye ; 
Give us Thyself, that we may see 
The Father and the Son, by Thee. 

Immortal honour, endless fame. 
Attend th' Almighty Father's name; 
The Saviour Son be glorified. 
Who for lost man's redemption died; 
And equal adoration be 
Eternal Paraclete, to Thee. 

Dbyden. 



t 
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I John iy. 2, 13. — ^Hereby know ye the Spirit of God : 
Every spint that confessetn that Jesus Christ is come 
in the flesh is of Gk>d. 

Hereby know we that we dwell in Him, and He in 
lis, because He hath given us of His Spirit. 

Let holy anthem airs inspire the hymn : , 

Glory in heaven, redemption to mankind. 

And peax^e on earth! — dominion, blessing, praise, 

Thaimigiving, power, and glory to onr &od! 

Salvation to our God and to the Lamb, 

And coexistent Spirit. Thou whose breath 

My voice inform'st, shall it be mute to Thee, 

Eternal Paraclete? in order last, 

Equal in glory to Omnipotence, 

The First, as to the Second; and from both 

Proceeding — (oh inexplicable name), 

Mystical Imk of the unnumbered Tnree ; 

To learning night — ^to fetith the noontide day. 

Moving the waters saw Thee o'er their face,* 

Oh Gt>d, the waters saw Thee, and afraid 

Into their channels shrank — ^and owned their bounds 

ImpassaMe as that eternal golf 

*Twixt bliss and woe. The Prince of Peace thy beams 

Largely imbibed, when, dove-like, o'er His head, 

Fast by the banks of Jordan's sacred stream. 

Thy TvntTifling wings diJQ^ised their heavenly hues ; 

The Father ^orifiei His only Son 

Well pleased From Thy tongues of cloven fire 

♦ Gen. 1. 2. 
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Eindled, the nations bnmed with flaming zeal, 
And unextinguished charity, dispersed 
And glowing as the summer blaze at noon. 
The ruduBg winds on all their wings conveyed 
Thy doctrine, strong to shake the guilty soul. 
Thou, from the morning womb,* upon our souls 
Barren and dry. Thy sanctifying dews • 
Abroad in silent softness shedst; the dews 
Of love unspotted, uncorrupted joy. 
Obedient goodness, temperance subdued. 
Unshaken faith and meekness without gfaile. 
Extend Thy influential radiance; sin 
Incumbent on the soul, as black as hell. 
Holds godless anarchy; — ^by Thee refined. 
Sublimed, incensed and sanctified, the soul 
Invites the Holiest (oh abyss of love!) 
To choose a temple purer than the Sun, 
Incorruptible, formed not by hands. 
Where best He loves to dwell .... 
Beneath Thy olive boughs, in plenteous flow 
The golden oil effusing on my liead 
Of gladness, let me ever sit and sing, 
Thyself instilling praises, by Thy ear 
Not unapproved, for wisdom's steady ray, 
Th' enlightening gift of tongues, the sacred fire 
Of poesy, are Thine, — united Tluree, 
Father of Heaven and Earth, coeval Son, 
And coexisting Spirit! 

W. Thompson. 



* Fs. ex. S. 
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i^nmtg i^itn^ag. 



Ebv. iv. 8.— Holy, holy, holy, Lord Gk>d Almighty, 
which was, and iSiand is to come. 

I John v. 7. — ^There are three that bear record in 
heaven, the Father, the Word, and the Holy Ghost: 
and these three are one. 



Almtghty Father of all things created, 
Whos^ joyful throne of endless triumph stands 
In glorious Heayen, — ^whose name, Earth animated, 
Froclaimeth through the compass of all lands! 

I lift these< humble hands, 
TJpheayed with courage of a zealous heart, 
Confirmed with fortitude of constant fSedth, 
Assured of grace in some sweet mercies past, 
Which treasures my dear hope in Heaven lay'th. 

And Thou^ dear only Son of God alone! 

Thou precious immolation of mankind, 

Who on tiie right hand of Thy Father's throne 

Bitteth; — ^whom Satan could not bind; 

Thou, ^t redeemedst from infernal pain 

Our ancestors; and can ourselves assoil 

Of our foul sins; nor, humbled, didst disdain 

For mankind to be slain; 
From vanquished Death who took the spoiL 

And lastly, Thou, sweet comfortable Spirit 
Of meekness, holiness, and spotless love; 
By whose dear increase (not our vain demerit), 
We purchase heritage in Heaven above; 



\ 
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Thou, that in form of Dove, 
Thj sanctified Apostles didst salute; 
Sp irit of Tmth which doth our comfort bring, 
Without whose heavenly motions men are mute, 

Our Comforter and King. 
Reoeiye, oh you jperpetual, highest Powers, 
These simple fruits of my repentant hours, 
And with your favour's showers, 
The temper of mj feeble mind renew 
To prosper, chenshed witii celestial dew. 

B, BAilKNXS. 




/ 
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TRINITY SUNDAY. 

I John t. 7.— There are three that bear record in 
heayen. 

\ 

Oh! holy, blessed, gl(»rioxis IViidty 
Of persons ; still one God in unity; 
The faithful man's believed mystery, 

Help, help to lifb 
Myself to Thee ; hairowed, torn, and braised 
By sin and Satan; and my flesh misused, 
And worthless heart, all sorrowing and oonfosed; 

Oh! take mjr gift, 
All gradons Gody the sum^s sfumfice, 
A broken heart Thou wort not wont despise. 
But more than blood of bulls or tarns to prize 

As offering meet 
Eor Thy acceptance; oh behold me right, 
And take compassion on my grievous flight; 
What to thy mercy than a heart contnte 

Appears more sweet? 
Eternal Father! God, who did'st create 
This world from notMn^, gaVst it form and fate. 
And breath'dst into it life and light, with state 

To worship Thee: 
Eternal Qod. the Son, who not denied'st 
To take our nature; became man and died'st 
To pay our debts upon the cross, and oried'st 

All's done in me: 
Eternal Spirit, God, from both proceeding 
Father and Son; the Comforter, inbreeding 
Pure thoughts in man; with fiery zeal them feeding 

For acts of grace. 



/ 
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Increase these acts, oh glorioiis Trinity 
Of persons; still one God in unity, 
Till I attain the long'd for mystery 

Of seeing thy face, 
Beholding one in three, and three in one; 
A Trinity in unity alone, 
The gladdest light dark man can think upon; 

Oh grant it me. 
leather and Son and Holy Ghost! you three 
All coetemal in your majesty. 
Distinct in persons, yet in unity, 

One God to see. 
My Maker, Sayiour, and my Sanctifier, 
To hear, to meditate, sweeten my desire 
With grace, with love, with cherishing entire; 

Oh! then how hlest 
Among Thy saints elected to abide, 
And with Thy angels placed side by side ; 
But in Thy presence truly glorified. 

Shall I there r^. 

Ben Jonson. 
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TRINITY SUNDAY. 

Eev. iv. 11.. — ^Thou art worthy, Lord, to receive 
glory and honour and power: for Thou hast created all 
things, and for thy pleasure they are and, were created. 

The Sun of our soul's light I would Thee call, 
But for our light, Thou didst the bright sun make 
No reason that Thy Majesty should &ke 
Thy chiefest subject's epithets at alL 
-Our chief direction's Star celestial, 
(But that the stars for our direction's sake 
Thou fixed, and can at Thy good pleasure shake,) 
I would Thee name: tiie Kock substantial 
Of our assurance, I would term Thy name, 
But that all rocks by Thv command were made. 
If ying of Kings Thy Majesty became. 
Monarch of Monarchs, I to Thee had said. 
But Thou giVst kingdoms and mak'st crowns unstable. 
By these, I know iSiy Name inefOstble. 

B. Babnes. 
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I JoHK iy. 7, 16. — ^Beloved, let us love one another: 
for love is of Git>d; and every one that loveth is bom of 
God, and knoweth God. 

God i9 loye. 

By yarions names we Thy perfeotions call, 
But pure, unfathomed love, exhausts them all ; 
By love, all things w^re made, and are sustained, 
Loye, all things to allure man's love, ordained; 
Love, yengeanoe from lapsed human race suspends, 
Loye, though proyoked, salyation still intends ; 
Loye, Lord! thy infinite perfections joined 
Into all forms of loye to saye mankind. 
Enlightening wisdom, and su^^rting might, 
Grace to fi^piy e, compassion to inyite : 
Thy bounty in rewaros which thought exceed; 
Munificence, to promise all we need ; 
Truth to perform; paternal, tender care. 
Patience and mildness long to wait and spare; 
A justice to chastise Loye's hateful foes ; 
A jealousy, cursed riyals to oppose; 
BeW>i^> to hear a sinnei's ^. 
Unbounded all sufficience to supply; 
They all are Love, Loye only is their aim, 
My yerse shall loye — and hymn Thee by that name. 

Bp. £en. 
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rmST SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

I John iv. 8. — ^He that loyeth not, knoweth not God, 
for God is love. 

Men talk of love that know not what it is, 
For, could we know what love may be indeed, 
We would not have our minds so led amiss 
With idle toys that wilful kimiours feed; 
But in the rule of higher reason read 
What love may be. 

It is too clear a brightness for man's eye. 
Too high a wisdom for his wit to find; 
Too deep a secret for his sense to try, 
And all too heavenly for his earthly mind. 
It is a grace of such a glorious kind. 
As gives the soul a secret power to know it, 
But gives no heart nor spirit power to shew it. 

It is of heaven and earth the highest beauty, 

The powerful hand of Heaven and Earth's creation; 

The due commander of all Spirits' duty. 

The Deity of Angels' adoration; 

The glorious substance of the soul's salvation; 

The light of truth that all perfection trieth; 

And life, that gives the life that never diefh. 

It brought forth power to work, wisdom to will. 

Justice to judge, mercv to execute ; 

Virtue to plant, and charilr to fill, 

Pity, to plead in penitence s suit ; 

Panence to hide, and peace to eive thee rest. 

To prove how love doth make tihe spirit blest 
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And this is God, and this same God is love, 
Eor Gh)d and love in charity are one, 
And charily is that same Grod above, 
Without whose grace> true love is never none; 
Then seek no fdither what is love to find, 
But only carry Gtod within thy mind. 

Or if henceforth jou ask what thing is love, 
In light, in life, in grace, in God go look it, 
And if in these you do not truly prove 
How in your hearts you may for ever book it. 
Unhappy think yourselves; you have mistook it. 
And why? that life which death hath overtrod. 
Is but the love of grace — and that is God. 

SiK N. Breton. 
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I John ill. 23. — ^And thlB is His commandment. That 
we should believe on Uie name of His Son Jesus Cfhiist, 
and loye one another, as He gaye us commandment. 

Lnrr up thine eyes, thy Soverei^ Lord behold, 
And read through loye his mercies manifold. 

Begin at first where he incradled was, 
Li simple manner, wrapped in wad of hay, 
Between the toilful ox and humble ass, 
And in what rags, and in what base array 
The glwy of our heavenly riches lay, 
When !Emn the sUly* shepherds came to see. 
Whom greatest princes sought on lowest knee. 

From thence read on the story of His life. 

His humble carriage. His unmulty ways, 

His cankered foes. His fights, His toils. His strife. 

His pains, His poverty. His shar^ assayes,t 

Through which He passed His miserable days, 

Offen£ng none, and doing good to all. 

Yet being maliced both oi great and small. 

And look at last, how of most wretched wights 
He taken was, betrayed, and false accused: 
How with most scornfol taunts and fell dispights 
He was reviled, disgraced, and foul abused; 
How scourged, how crowned, how buffetted, how 

bruised; 
And lastly, how, 'twixt robbers crucified. 
With bitter wounds, through hands, through feet 

and side. 



* Shnple. 



t Trials. 
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With sense whereof , while thy so softened spirit 
Is inly touched, and humbled with meek zeal, 
Through meditation of his endless merit, 
Lift up thy mind to th* Author of thy weal, 
And to His sovereign mercy do appeal; 
Leam Him to love that loved thee so dear, 
And in thy breast His blessed image bear. 

Him first to love great right and reason is, 
Who first to us our life and being gave; 
And after, when we fared had andsd, 
Us wretches from the second death did save ; 
And last, the food of life which now we have, 
EVn He Himself, in His dear sacrament, 
To feed our hungry souls, unto us lent. 

Then next, to love our bretJiren that were made 
Of that same mould, and that same Maker^s hand 
As we, and to the same again shall hde, 
Where they shall have like heritage of land. 
However here on higher steps we stand; 
Which also were wiQi sel&ame price redeemed 
As we, however of us light esteemed. 

And were they not, yet since that loving Lord 

Commanded us to love them, for his sake, 

EVn for His sake and for !EQs sacred word. 

Which in His last bequest He to us spake. 

We should them love, and with their needs partake; 

Eiiowing that whatsoe'er to them we give^ 

We give to Him by whom we all do live. 

Such mercy He by His most holy reed* 
Unto us taught, and to approve it true, 
Ikisampled it by His most righteous deed, 
Shewing us mercy, (miserable crew,) 
That we thd like should unto others shew. 
And love our brethren, thereby to approve 
How much Himself who loved us, we love. 

Spenseb. 

* "Word, or coun&eV. 
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Luke xy. 10. — ^I say unto you, there is joy in the 
presence of the angels of Crod, over one sinner that re- 
penteth. 

Ajo) is there care in heaven? and is there love 
In heavenly spirits to those creatures base * 

That may compassion of their evils move? 
There is — else much more wretched were the case 
Of man, than beasts: — ^but oh! th' exceeding grace 
Of Highest God, that loves His creatures so, 
And «dl His works with mercy doth embrace, 
That blessed angels He sends to and fro 
To serve the sinner man, His stubborn wicked foe. 

How oft do they their silver bowers leave, 
To come to succour us that succour want; 
How oft do they, with golden pinions cleave 
The flitting skies, like nying roursuivant. 
Against foul flends to aid us, militant 
They for us fight, they watch and duly ward. 
And their bright squadrons round about us plant; 
And all for love, and nothing for reward — 
Oh! why should Heavenly God, to men have such 
regard? 

Spenseb. 



\ 
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THntp SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

I Pet£b v. 6, 7. — ^Humble yourselyes therefore iind^r 
the mighty hand of God, that He may exalt you in due 
time: 

Casting all your care upon Him ; for He careth for 
you. 

With prayers thy evening close, thy mom begin; 
But Heaven's true sabbaw is, to rest from sin. 
Self love is foolish, criminal, and vain, 
Therefore, oh man, such partial views restrain; 
In adverse fortune, when the storm runs high, 
Or sickness graves death's image on the eye, 
Nor wealth, nor rank, nor power assuage the grie^ 
'Tis God. that gives both patience and relief. 
Aifliction's ordeal, sharp, but brightly shines, 
Separates the gold, and every vice calcines; 
Wnen passions urge witb arbitrary sway, 
Resistance, not compliance, wins me day. 
Here avarice, there ambitious schemes prevail. 
Who can quench flames when double winds assail? 
Boast as we will, our Christian glories lie 
In himible sufiering, not proud apathy; 
Submission an eternal crown procures. 
Heaven's hero conquers most who most endures. 
Like the four Cherubs in Ezekiel's dream, 

aliat time the Prophet slept by Chebar's stream,) 
e Christian, moved by energy divine, 
Moves forward in undeviating line; 
Nor wealth nor power attract his wandering sight; 
He swerves not to the left hand nor the right; 
Conscience will every pious act attest, 
A silent panegyrist, out the best. 
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In thy own heart the living waters rise, 
Qrood conscience is the wisdom of the wise. 
Man's only confidence unmixed with pride, 
Is the firm trust that God is on his side. 
Like Aaron's rod, the faithful and the just 
Tom from their trees, shall blossom in the dust. 
AU seek for knowledge, knowledge is no more 
Than this, to know ourselves, and God adore. 
Philosophy in anxious doubts expires, 
Beligion trims her lamp as life retires, 
True faith, like gold into the furnace cast. 
Maintains its sterling pureness to the last. 
The man with christian perseverance fired, 
Checked but not stopped, retarded but not tired, 
Straitened by foes, yet sure of a retreat, 
In Heaven's protection rests, securely great; 
When man aesponds, of human hope bereft, 
Patience and (Christian heroism are left. 
Is hunger irksome? thou by God art fed 
With quails miraculous, and heavenly bread. 
Is thirst oppressive? lift thine eyes and see 
Rivers of water fall jfrom rocks for thee. 
Art thou in darkness? uncreated light 
Is all thy own, and guides thy erring sight. 
Is nakedness tiiy lot? yet ne'er repine. 
The vestments of Eternity are thine. 
Art thou a widow? God is comfort true. 
An orphan? He will be thy Father too. 

Harte. 
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KoM. yiii. 18. — ^I reckon that the sufferings of this 
present time are not worthy to he compared with the 
glory which shall be revealed in us. 

One adequate support 
For the calamities of mortal me 
Exists; one only^an assured beKef 
That the procession of our fate, howe'er 
Sad or disturbed, is ordered by a Being 
Of infinite benevolence and power; 
Whose everlasting purposes embrace 
All accidents, converting them to good. 
The darts of anguish fix not where the seat 
Of suffering ham been thoroughly fortified 
By acquiescence in the will supreme, 
For time and for eternity ; by faith, , 
Faith absolute in God, including hope, 
And the defence that lies in boundless love 
Of his perfections, with habitual dread 
Of aught unworthily conceived, enduifed 
Impatiently; ill done, or left undone, 
To the dishonour of His holy Name. 
Soul of our souls, and safeguard of the world; 
Sustain, Thou only canst, the sick at heart; 
Eestore their languid spirits, and recall 
Their last affections unto Thee, and Thine! 

WOBDSWOETH. 
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FOURTH SU]!a)AY AFTER TRINITY. 

Rom. viii. 18. — ^I reckon that the sufferings of this 
present time are not worthy to be compared with the 
glory which shall be revealed in us. 

Etebnal Mover, whose di&sed glory, 

To shew our grovelling reason what Thou art. 

Infolds itself in clouds of restless story, 

Where man, (the proudest creature,) acts his part; 

Whom (vet, alas 1 1 know not why,) we call 

The world's contracted sum — ^the little all 

For what are we but lumps of walking clay? 
What are our wants? whence should our spirits rise? 
Are not brute beasts as strong? birds still as gay ? 
Trees longer. lived, and creepmg things as wise? 
Only our souls receive more inward light, 
To ieel our weakness, and confess Thy might. 

Let these pure notes ascend unto Thy throne. 
Where majesty doth sit, with mercy crowned, 
Where my Rmeemer lives, in whom alone 
The errors of my wandering life are drowned ; 
Where all the choir of heaven resound the same. 
That none but Thine, Thine is the saving name. 

Therefore, my soul, joy in the midst of pain, 
That Christ hath conquered Hell; shall from above, 
With greater triumph yet return again 
And conquer His own lustice with His love; 
Commanding earth and seas, and render those 
Unto their bliss for whom He paid His woes. 



^vi 




Now have I done, now are my woes at peace, 
And now my joys axe stronger than my grief; 
I feel those conuorts that will never cease, 
Future in hopes, but present in relief; 
Thy words are true, Ihy promises are just, 
And Thou wilt know Thy marked flock in dust. 

SiK W. Raleigh. 1610. 



-<m^ 
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1 Peter iii. 12. — For the eyes of the Lord are over 
the righteous, and his ears are open unto their prayers. 

The Lord on earth below 
Obscurely lived, edipsed in human form, 
And hid the Deity; with ills conversant, 
The rage of fate in every threateniii^ shape 
Awful He combatted, and Victor stm, 
To Earth and Hell (His restless foes) opposed 
Meekness, and patient reverence, and prayer; 
That best defence, that golden chain, whose power 
Magnetic, links the distant Heaven and Earth, 
With occult charm, as the remotest parts 
Of nature each to other gravitate, 
In bonds of strictest love. The fervent prayer 
Eesistless climbs Heaven's awful height, asd stands 
Before th' eternal throne with silent tears, 
And soul-breathed sighs attended: Mercy smiles 
While the victorious suppliant sweetly oWeomes 
God — ^inaccessible to other violence. 

MaLTiTCT. 



A Christian soul is God's beloved house. 

And prater the incense which perfumes the soul. 

Let armies then of supplications rise. 

Besiege the golden gates of heaven, and force 

With holy violence a blessing down 

1^ Hving streams. If Hezekiab's prayer 

The sun arrested in his prone career. 

And bade the shadow ten degrees return 

On Ahaz* dial, whirling back the day. 

Pour out thyself, my soul, with fervent zeal. 

With overflowing ardour, and with faith 

Unwavering. 

W. Tkovs^tb^^ 
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FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

I Peteb iii. 12, 13.— But the face of the Lord is 
against them that do evil. 

And who is he that will harm you, if ye be followers 
of that which is good ? 

Oh divers are the ohastenings of sin, 

iln meat, in drink, and in the breathed wind, 
n sleep, in watch, in fretting still within,) 
That never suffer rest unto the mind. 
Filled with offence; that rise and new begin 
With thousand fears the heart to strain and bind. 
But for all this, he that in God doth trust, 
With merc^ shall himself defended find: 
Joy and rejoice, I say, ye that be just. 
In Him that makes, and holdeth you so still; 
In<Him your glorv always set you must. 
All you that be of upright heart and will. 

Sib T. Wtatt. 
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FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

I Pei^ iii. 13, 14. — ^Who is he that will harm you, 
if ye be followers of that which is good ? 

But and if ye suffer for righteousness' sake, happy 
are ye. 

Joy to the followers of the Lord, 
Thns saith the sure, the eternal Word,— 
Not of earth the joj it brings, 
Tempered in celestial springs. 

'Tis the joy of pardoned sin. 
When conscience says, **'tis well within"; 
'Tis the joy that jGUs the breast, 
When the passions sink to rest. 

'Tis a joy that, seated deep, 
Leaves not, though we sigb or weep; 
It spreads itself in virtuous deeds, 
Wiib. sorrow sighs, in pity bleeds. 

Stem and awful are its tones. 
When the patient martyr groans; 
And the throbbing pulse beats high 
To rapture, mixed with agony. 

A tenderer, softer form it wears. 
Dissolved in love, dissolved in tears, 
When humble souls a Saviour greet, 
'And sinners clasp the mercy seat. 

'Tis joy eVn here — a budding flower, 
Struggling with snow, and storm, and shower ; 
And waits the moment to expand, 
Transplanted to a better land. 

Mbs. Basbauld. 
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Rom. vi. 3, 4, 5.— Enow ye not, that so many of us 
as were baptized into Jesus Christ were baptized into 
his death? 

Therefore we are buried with Him by baptism into 
death : that like as Christ was raised up from the dead 
by the glory of the Father, even so we also should walk 
in newness of life. 

For if we have been planted together in the likeness 
of His death, we shall be also in the likeness of His 
resurrection. 

Thott all contriving, all disarming Spirit, 
Made Hesli to die, that so Thou mightst be mine, 
That Thou in me, and we in Thee might merit, 
We Thine, Thou our's; Thou human, we divine ; 
Let not my dead life's merit, my dead heart, 
Forfeit so dear a purchased death's desert. 

Thou Sum of Wisdom! Knowledge infinite! 
Made^% to the wise; might to profane; 
Oh! shine upon me with Thy sacred light; 
Guide my dark path; and never, never wane. 
Wise folly in me set, fond wisdom rise. 
Make me renounce my wisdom to be wise. 

Thou life eternal, purest blessedness. 
Made mortal, wretched, sin itself for me, 
Shew me my death, my sin, my wretchedness. 
That I may flourish, shine and Hve in Thee; 
So I with praise shall sing Thy life, death's stofy, 
He Thou my merit, wisdom, life, and ^ory. 

P.Tlbtchee. 
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SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Wbetched the soul, that here carousing pleasure, 
Hath all his heaven on earth, and ne'er distrest 
Enjoys these fond delights without all measure; 
And freely living thus, is thus deceased; 
Ah, greatest curse so to be ever blessed! 
For, where to live is heaven, 'tis hell to die. 
Ah, wretch, that here begins hell's misery. 

But blest the soul, that lifted up with wings 

Of faith and love, leaves this base habitation. 

And scorning sluggish earth, to heaven up springs: 

On earth, yet still in heav'n by meditation. 

With the soul's eye, foreseeing the heavenly station, 

His life begins when he's of life bereaven ; 

Ah blessed soul, that here begins his heaven. 

P. I'letchee. 




SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

EoM. vi. 8. — ^Now if we be dead with Christ, we believe 
that we shall also live with Him. 

SouL) whom Hell did once enthrall, 

He for thine offence 
Did suffer death, who could not die at all ; 
Oh! Sovereign Excellence! 
Oh, life of all that live, 
Eternal Bounty, which all good things give; 
How could death mount so high? 
"No wit this point can reach, 
Eaith only doth us teach 
He died for us all, who could not die. 
• . . • • • 
Beneath a sahle veil, and shadow deep 
Of inaccessihle and dimming light. 
In silence, ebon clouds more dark than night, 
The world's Qreat Mind, His secrets hiddoth keep; 
In those dark mists, when anv mortal wight 
Aspires with halting pace and eyes that weep 
To pry, and in His mysteries to creep, 
With thunders He and lightnings blasts their sight. 
Oh Sun invisible, that dost abide 
Within Thy bright abyss, most fair, most dark. 
Where, wim Thy proper rays Thou dost Thee hide ; 
Oh, ever shining, never full seen mark, 
To guide me in life's night Thy light me shew, — 
The more I search of Thee, the less I know. 
....... 

If with such passing beauty, choice delights, 
The Architect of this great round did frame 
The Palace visible, short lists of fame. 
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And silly mansion but of dying wighis ; 
How many wonders, what amazing liglits, 
Must that triumphing scene of glory claim 
That doth transcend all this world's vasty heights, 
Of whose bright sun ours, here is but a beam; 
Oh blest abode, oh hapj>Y dwelling place 
Where visibly th' Invisible doth reign; 
Blest people which do see true Beauty's face, 
All joy is but annoy, all concord strife. 
Matched with your endless bliss and peaceful Ufe. 

Dbxtmmoni). 
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i^ec^nth |^mi^ afttr ^limits. 

Bom. vi. 19. — I speak after the manner of men because 
of the infirmity ot your flesh: for as ye have yielded 
your members servants to uncleanness and to iniquity 
unto iniquity; even so now yield your members servants 
to righteousness unto holiness. 

Who is the honest man? 
He that doth still, and strongly, good pursue : 
To" God, his neighbour, and himself most true; 

Of whom neither force nor fawning can 
Entice, or wrench from giving aU their due. 

Whose honesty is not 
So loose or easy, that a ruffling wind 
Can blow away, or glittering look it blind; 

Who rides his sure and even trot 
While the world now rides by, now lags behind. 

Who, when great trials come, 
"Not seeks, nor shuns them : but does calmly stay, 
Till he the thing and the example weigh, 

All being brought into a sum. 
What place or person calls for, he doth pay. 

Whom none can work or woo 
To use in any thing a trick or sleight; 
But above au things he abhors deceit. 

His words and works, and fashions tx)o, 
All of a piece; and all are clear and straight. 

Who never melts or thaws 
At close temptation; — when the day is done 
. His goodness sets not but in dark can run; 

The sun to others writeth laws, 
And is their virtue; virtue is his sun. 



\ 
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Who, when he is to treat 
With sick folks, women, those whom passion sway. 
Allows for that, and keeps his constant way. 

Whom others faults do not defeat. 
But though men fail him, yet his part doth play. 

Whom nothing can procure 
When the wild world runs hias, from his will 
To writiie his limhs ; and share, not mend the ill. 

This is the mark— man safe and true 
Who still is right, and prays to he so still. 

G. H££B£BT. 



-m^ 
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SEVENTH SUNDAY APTER TRINITY. 



Bom. vi, 22. — ^Now being made free from sm, and be- 
come servants to God, ye nave your fruit unto holiness^ 
and the Mid everlasting life. 

Acquaint thyself with God, if thou would'st taste 
His works; admitted once to His embrace, 
Thou shalt perceive that thou wast blind before, 
Thine eye shall be instructed; and thine heart 
Made pure, shall relish with divine delight, 
, Till then unfelt, what Hands divine have wrought. 
The soul that sees Him, or receives sublimed 
New faculties, or learns at least t' employ 
More worthily the powers she owned before, 
Discerns in all things what with stupid gaze 
Of ignorance, till then she overlooked; 
A ray of heavenly light gildiag all forms 
Terrestrial; in the vast and the minute, 
The unambiguous footsteps of a God, 
Wlio gives its lustre to the insect's wings, 
And wheels His throne upon the rolling worlds. 
Much conversant with Heaven, she often holds 
With those fair ministers of light to man. 
That fill the skies with nightly silent pomp. 
Sweet conference. — ^Enquires what strains iJiey were 
Which rang, when every star in haste. 
To gratulate the new created earth 
Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God 
Shouted for joy. Tell me ye shining hosts 
That navigate a sea that ^ows no storms, 
Beneath a vault unsullied with a cloud, 
If, from your elevation whence ye view 
Distinctly scenes invisible to man, 
And systBiDB, of whose birth no tidings yet 
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Have reached this nether world, ye spy a race 

Payonred as ours — ^transgressors from the womb, 

And hasting to a grave, yet doomed to rise 

And to possess a brighter heay^i than Tonrs; 

As one, who long detained in foreign shores 

Pants to retom — and, when he sees afar 

His country's weather-bleached and battered rooks 

Prom the green waye emerging, casts an eye 

"Radiant with Joy toward the happy land. 

So I, with animated hopes, behold, 

And many an aching wish, yonr beamy fires. 

That shew like beacons in me blue abyss 

Ordained to guide th' embodied spirits home, 

From toilsome life to never ending rest. 

Love kindles as I gaze, I feel desires 

That give assurance of their own success, 

And, that infused from Heaven, must thither tend. 

COWPEB. 




^ 
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Rom. yiii. 16.-~The Spirit itself beareth witnew witli 
our epirit that we are toe children of Gh>d. 

Thy glorious throne, is, Lord, on liigh, 
Beyond the reach of mortal eye ; 
But Thy vicegerent (we all know) 
Is nere below. 

To conscience, Thou in every mind, 
Thy deputation hast assigned; 
And conscience, all who are sincere 
Next Thee, revere. 

Lord, on the Ark, formed to enshrine 
Two tables of Thy Law divine, 
ThouJ'twixt the cherubs) didst display 
Thy gracious ray. 

The human soul for ark Thou chose^ 
In which Thjr sacred laws repose, 
There, conscience dwells with splendour bright, 
Yicarious light. 

I grieve, oh God, when I reflect 
On treating conscience with neglect, 
Neglect to Thy vicegerent's throne. 
Affronts Thy own. 

GFreat God, Thou art my Judffe, my Guide, 
My witness when I fall or sHae, 
My Kegister, each beam, each mote 
Each hour to note. 
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My jnst Bemembrancer, to keep 
The memory of sins that sleep, 
My monitor to sc&pe a snare 
And Tonse my care. 

My conscienoe is all this U> me, 
Lord, following that, I follow Thee, 
It gnidea my way, it wakes my foar, 
When dangler's near. 

In conscience, I reoorded rmd 
IBaoIi Binfal thonght, and word and deed. 
When searched minutely, it recalls 
Foigotten &Ub. 

It is my Judge, and when I die, 
DoomB me to ibik or mount on high, 
God will the sestoniw fix st lost 
Wliich ocasoianoe put. 

Bp. £ev. 
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EIGHTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

. Bom. viii. 14. — ^As many as are led by the Spirit of 
God, they are the sons of (iod. 

Thotj, who didst put to flight 
Primeval silence, when the morning stars, 
Exulting, shouted o'er the rising ball; 
Oh Thou, whose word from solid darkness, struck 
That spark the sun, strike wisdom from my soul: 
My soul, which flies to Thee, her trust, her treasure, 
(As misers to their gold) while others rest. 
Through this opaque of nature and of soul, 
(This double night) transmit one pitying ray 
To lighten and to cheer. Oh lead my mind, 
Lead it through various scenes of life and death 
And from eacb scene the noblest truths inspire. 
Nor less inspire my conduct than my son^: 
Teach my best reason, reason ; my best will 
Teach rectitude; and flx my flirm resolve 
Wisdom to wed. 

Hotw poor, how rich, bow abject, how august, 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man! 
How passmg wonder. He who made him such, 
Who centred in our minds such strange extremes, 
From diflerent natures marvellously mixt, 
Distinguished link in Beings endless chain; 
A beam ethereal, sullied and absorj^t, 
Though sullied and dishonoured, still divine. 
An heir of glory — a frail chQd of dust — 
A worm, a God — ^I tremble at myself, 
And in mjself am lost — ^at home a stranger. 
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Thought wanders up and down, smprued, aghast; 
And wond'ring at her own^how reason reel*! 
Oh, what a miracle to Wan ia man 
Triomphantly distressed — what joy, what dread. 
What ean preserve my life, or what deatKiyP 
An Angel's ttrm can't snutch me from, the grave, 
legions of Angels can't confine me there. 

All, all on earth ia shadow— all beyond 
Is substance — the reverse is follv's creed, 
How solid all when change shall be no more. 

YoUMfl, 



I EmGS zix. 4. — ^He requested for himflelf that he 
might die, and said, it is enough: now, oh Lord, take 
away my life, for I am not better tnan my fathers. 

MuBMint not> proud thought, if here delayed, 

A wandering pilgrim through this life's dull shade ; 

I must not yet with heavenly choirs rejoice, 

Oh be the will of God, not mine, obeyed; 

Wait, my impatient soul. His wiser choice; 

Trust the strong hand by which the worlds were made ; 

And to his pleasure tune thy willing yoice. 

If I not yet shake off this earthly load, 
Sure there is business worth my life's best aim; 
He who submits to tire upon the road. 
Is faintly souled, and travels not for fame. 

He who beyond the power of man could write, 
Would still fall short of him who acted well; 
To pardon wrongs, and benefits requite, 
Is in substantial meaning to excel!. 
Why are my wishes bent beyond my power 
But to provoke my speed to reach the goal? 
Whence on the amicted I may comforts shower, 
And with eased pity feast my hungry soul? 
Be active then, henceforth, my lif(?8 wide sphere, 
A thousand glorious things I wish to do; 
All has been said that's worth a wise man's ear, 
But much may be performed thaf s greatly new. 

Hill. 
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NINTH SUNDAY AETER TRINITY. 

I Cob. X. 1 — 6; 11. — ^Brethren, I would not that ye 
ahoTild be ignorant, how that all our fathers were under 
the cloud, and all passed through the sea; and were all 
baptised unto Moses in the cloud and in the sea: and 
did all eat the same spiritual meat ; and did all drink the 
same spiritual drink: for they drank of that spiritual 
Bock tnat followed them: and that Book was Christ. 
But with many of them €k>d was not well pleased. 
Now all these things happened unto them for ensamples : 
and they are written for our admonition. 

Oh Thou, who all things liast of nothing made, 
Whose hand the radiant firmament displayed, 
With sach an nndisoemed swiftness hurled 
About the steadfast centre of the world; 
That han^ the solid earth in floating air. 
Veined with clear springs which ambient seas repair ; 
In clouds the mountains wrap their hoary heads, 
Luxurious valleys clothed with flowery meads; 
Thou, man Thy image madst, in dignity. 
In knowledge and in heauty like to Thee; 
Placed in a heaven on earth; without his toil, 
The ever-flourishing and froitfiil soil 
Unpurchased food produced; all creatures were 
His subjects — servmg more for love than fear; — 
He knew no Lord but Thee; — ^but, when he fell 
From his obedience, all at once rebell; 
And in his ruin exercise their might, 
Concurring elements against him fight, 
Troops ofunknown diseases, sorrow, age. 
And death, assail him with successive rage; 
Hell let forth all her furies; — none so great 
As man to man; — ambition, pride, deceit; 



184 A CHBISTIAN YEAB 



Wrong armed with power: lost, rapine, slaughter 

reigned, 
And flattered yice the name of virtue gained; 
Then hills heneath the swelling waters stood, 
And all the globe of earth was but one flood; 
Yet could not cleanse their guilt — the following race 
Worse than their fathers; and their sons more base; 
Their godlike beauty lost; — sin's wretched thrall 
No spark of their divine original 
Left unextinguished; all enveloped 
With darkness — in tiieir bold transgressions dead. 
But Thou didst from the East a light display 
Which rendered to the world a clearer day; 
Whose precepts, from Hell's jaws our steps withdraw, 
And whose example was a living law, 
Who purged ub with his blood; the way prepared 
To Heaven, and those long closed doors unbarred, — 
How infinite Thy mercy! which exceeds 
The world Thou madst; and all our foul misdeeds, 
Which greater reverence than Thy justice wins, 
Which still augments Thy honour by our sins; 
Oh! who hath tasted of Thy clemency 
In greater measures or more oft than IP 
Which way soe'er I turn my face or feet, 
I see Thy glory, and Thy mercy meet, 
My grateful heart Thy goodness shall survey 
Wnich has protected me through all my way. 

G. Sansts. 
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iipift ^nrtA^ after Sl^tpnttg. 

Luke xix. 45 — 47. — ^And He went into the temple, 
and began to cast out them that sold therein, and them 
that bought; saving unto them, It is written, my house 
is the house of prayer; but ye have made it a den of 
thieves. And He taught daily in the temple. 

LoBD come away! 

Why dost Thou stay? 
Thy road is ready, and Thy paths made straight 

With longing expectation wait 

The consecration of Thy beauteous feet. 
Ride on triumphantly! Behold we lay 

Our lusts and proud wills in Thy way; 
Hosanna! and Thy glorious footsteps greet! 

Welcome, oh! welcome to our hearts! Lord here 

Thou hast a temple too, and full as dear 

As that in Sion, and as full of sin: 

How long shall thieves and robbers dwell therein? • 

Enter, and chase them forth, and cleanse the floor; 

Destroy their strength that they may never more 

Profane that holy place 

Which Thou hast chosen, there to set Thy face. 

And then if our stiff tongues shall be 

Mute in the praises of Tnv Deity, 

The stones from out the Temple wall. 

Shall cry aloud, and caU 

Hosanna! and Thy glorious footsteps greet. 

Jebehy Taylor. 
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TENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 



I Co]i.-zii 6. — ^It is the same God which worketh all 
in all. 



Good and great God! can I not tibink of Thee 

Bnt it must still my melancholy be? 

Is it interpreted in me disease, 

That, laden with my sins I seek for ease? 

Oh be Thon witness! (who the reins dost know 

And hearts of all) if I be sad for shew; 

And jndge me after if I dare pretend 

To aught but grace, or aim at other end. 

I know my state both fall of shame and scorn, 

Conceived in sin, and unto labour bom; 

Standing with fear, or terribly to fall, 

And destined unto judgment after alL 

I feel my gneis too, and there scarce is ground 

Upon my nesh t* inflict another wound. 

Yet dare I not complain, or wish for death 

With holy Paul, lest it be thought the breath 

Of discontent, or that these prayers be 

For weariness of life, not love of Thee. 

As Thou art a//, so be thou all to me, 

First, midst, and last, Almighty one and Three. 

My faith, my hope, my love, and in this state, 

My Judge, my Witness, and my Advocate. 

Wnere have I been this while exiled from Thee? 

And wither rapt now Thou but stoop'st to me? 

Dwell with me still — oh being every where, 

How can I doubt to find Thee even here? 

Ben JoNSOir. 
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I Cob. zt. 3. — ^I delivered unto jou first of all that 
which I also received, how that Ghnst died for our sins 
according to the Scriptures. 

If in the East when you do there behold 
Forth from his crystal bed the son to rise. 
With rosy robes and crown of flaming gold ; 
If, gazing on that monarch of the skies 
That takes so many forms, and those fair brands 
Which blaze in Heaven's high vault; (night's 

watchful eyes; J 
If, seeing how the sea fi tomnltuons bands . 
Of bellowing billows have their course confined; 
How nnsostained the Earth still steadfast standjs, 
Poor mortal wights, ye e'er found in your minds 
A thought that some great King did sit above. 
Who had such laws and rites to them asedgnedf, 
A King who fixed the poles, made spheres to move; 
All wisdom, pureness, exeellenc;^, might, 
Of goodness, neatness, beauty, justice, love. 
With fear ana wonder hither timi your sight. 
See, see alas. Him now! — not in that state 
Thought would forecast Him, into reason's light; 
Kow eyes with tears, now heart with grief made 

great; 
Bemoan this cruel death with ruefol case; 
If ever plaint just woe could aggravate, 
From sin and death to save us human race ; 
See this great King nailed to an abject tree, 
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An abject of reproach and sad disgrace. 
Oh! unheard pity and love in strange degree! 
He, His own life doth give, His blood doth shed 
Eor wormlings base such worthiness to see. 
Poor wights! behold His yisage pale as Ipad, 
His head bowed to His breast, lo<;ks sadly rent, 
Like a cropped rose that languishingly doth fade. 
Weak nature, weep! astonished world, lament! 
Lament, ye winds, you heaven that all contains. 
And thou, my soul! let nought thy griefs relent. 
Those hands, those sacred hands, that hold the reins 
Of this great orb ; and keep from mutual wars 
The elements ; bare rent for thee, their veins. 
Those feet, which once must tread the golden stars. 
For thee, with nails were pierced through and through. 
For thee, Heaven's King Himself from Heaven debars; 
Ye that long since Him saw by eye of faith, 
Ye that now are, and ye yet to be bom. 
Not to behold his great Creator's death 
The Sun from sinfal eyes hath veiled his light. 
And faintly journeys up heaven's sapphire path; 
And cutting from her prows her tresses bright 
The moon doth keep her Lord's sad obsequies, 
Impearling with her tears her robe of night. 
All staggering and lazy lower the skies; 
The earui and elemental stages quake; 
The long since dead from bursted graves arise ; 
And ev*n things wanting sense, yet sorrow take. 
And bear a part with Him who all them wrought; 
Yet many (though bom with cries) still pity lack; 
Think what had been your state had he not brought 
To these sharp pangs bimself^ and prized so high 
Your souls, that with His life, their Hfe He bought. 
Shall for your sakes again God ever die? 
Oh leave deluding shews, embrace the good. 
He on you calls, forego sin's shamefiil trade ; 
With prayers now seek heaven, not with blood; 
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Let not the lambs now from their flocks be led, 

No altars blnsh for sin; Uye every thing! 

That lon^ time longed for sacriflce is made. 

All that IS from you craved by this great King, 

Is, to believe; a pure heart incense is — 

^VTiat meaner gift indeed can we him bring? 

Haste, sinful souls, this season do not miss, 

Now, while remorseless time doth grant you space, 

And God invites you to your only bliss. 

He who you calls will not deny you grace, 

But low, deep, bury faults, so ye repent. 

His arms are stretched out ye to embrace 

When days are done, and lue's small i^ark is spent, 

80 you accept what freely there is given: 

Like troops of angels, deathless, all content, 

Ye shall for ever live with Him in Heaven. 

Dbttkhoitd. 
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II Gob. ill. 4. — Our sufficienoj is of Qod. 

Mt 0ody Thou aH suffioieiit art; 
The more Tho« dost Thyself impart, 
The higher still m j love 'will rise ; 
Thy gm shall he my sacrifioe! 
Lord, aU the powers of love enlarge. 
Its fiiBotioxis hotter to discharge. 

Love, take the sceptre of my soul, 
All Brings of passion to controul; 
May no desire, hope, joy, grief, fear, 
Without love's order there appear; 
Love, which has heaven withm its hreast, 
When God there condescends to rest. 

God in his lover's hearts appears, 

There He, His throne and temple rears; 

Since, Lord, within this mortal shell, 

Thy Deity vouchsafes to dwell. 

Let no remains of ill profane 

The temple where Thou dost remain. 

But, when Thy temple walls of clay. 

Shall moulder by degrees away; 

Of all its dissipated dust 

Thou wilt be an accountant just; 

Though death these mortal walls deface. 

Thou wilt not lose Thy dwelling place. 

£f. Ken. 



TWELFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITT. 

II Cob. ill. 4, 6, — Such trust liaye we through Chriit 
to God- ward; not that we are soffident of ounelyes to 
think any tlung as of ourselyes; but our sufficiency is 
of God. 

Fain would my thoughts fly up to Thee, 

Thy grace, oh Lord, to mid; 
But when I offer, then the world 

Lays clogs upon my mind. 

Sometimes I climb a little way, 

And thence look down below; 
How nothing there do all things seem 

That have made such a shew. 

Then round about I turn my eyes 

To feast my hungry sight; 
I meet with heaven in everything, 

In everything delight. 

I see Thy wisdom ruling all, 

And it with joy admire ; 
I see myself among such hopes 

As set my heart on fire. 

When I have triumphed thus awhile, 

And think to build my nest. 
Some cross conceit comes flutf ring t)y 

And interrupts my rest. 

Then to the earth again I fall, 

And from the dust I cry, 
*Twas not my wing, O Lord, but Thine 

That mounted it so high. 

\ 
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And now, my God, whether I rise 

Or still lie down in dust; 
Both I submit to T^ blest will, 
And both to Thee I trust. 

Guide Thou mjr way, who art Thyself 

My everlasting end; 
That everystep, or swift or slow, • 

Still to Thyself may tend. 

HiCKES. 
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SUMrteptli JJun^ag after 3f Jtinitg. 

Gal. iii. 19, 22. — ^Wherefore then serveth the law? 
It was added because of transgressions, till the seed 
should come to whom the promise was made; and it was 
ordained by angels in the nand of a mediator. 

But the scripture hath concluded all under sin, that 
the promise by faith of Jesus Christ might be given to 
them that belieye. 

Man, dream no more of curious mysteries, 
And what was here before the world was made; 
The first man's life, the state of Paradise, 
Where heaven is, or hell's eternal shade ; 
Eor God's works are, like Him, all infinite. 
And curious search is crafty sin's delight. 

The flood that did, the dreadful fire that shall, 
Drown and bum up the malice of the earth. 
The divers tongues and Babel's sudden fall. 
Are nothing to the man's renewed birth. 
First let the law plough up thy wicked heart. 
That Christ may come, and all those types depart. 

When thou hast swept the house that all be clear. 
When thou the dust hast shaken from thy feet. 
When God's all-might doth in thy flesh appear. 
Then, seas with streams above the skies do meet; 
For goodness only doth God comprehend. 
Knows what was first, and what shall be the end. 



Etebnal Truth, Almighty, Infinite, 
(Only exiled from man's fleshly heart. 
Where ignorance and disobedience fight, 
In heU and sin which have the greatest part, ) 
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When Thy sweet mercy opens forth the liffht 
Of grace, which g^veth eyes unto the hlind, 
And lyith the Law eVn plonghest up onr spright 
To faith, wherein flesh may salvation And; 
Thou hid'st us pray, and we do pray to Thee, 
But as to power and God, toithout us placed, 
Thinking a wish may wear out vanity. 
Or hahits he hy miracles defaced. 
One thought to God we give, the rest to sin; 
Quickly unhent is all desire of good; 
The words pass out, hut have no hein^ within; 
"We pray to Christ, yet help to shed his hlood; 
For, while we say heUeve, and feel it not, 
Promise amends, and yet despair in it; 
Hear 8odom judged, yet go not out with Lot, 
Make Law and Gospel riddles of the wit; 
"We with the Jews eVn Christ still crucify, 
As yet not come to our impiety. 



We seem more inwardly to know the Son, 
And see our own salvation in His hlood; 
When this is said we think the work is done, 
And with the Father hold our portion good. 
As if true life within these woms were laid 
For him that never words in life oheyed. 

If this he safe, it is a pleasant way, 
The Cross of Christ is very easily home; 
But six days lahour makes the sahhath day, 
The flesh is dead hefore grace can he horn; 
The heart must first hear witness with the Book, 
The earth must hum, ere we for Christ can look. 

FUUCE GSEVILLE Ld. BbOOKE. 



\ 
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Gal. v. 16. — I say then, walk in the Spirit, and ye 
shall not fulfil the lust of the flesh. 

Leave me, oli love wliich reaches but to dust, 
And thou, my iniud, aspire to higher things ; 
Grow rich in that which never taketh rust; 
Whatever fades, but fading pleasure brings. 
Draw in thy beams, and humble all thy mieht, , 
To that sweet yoke where lasting freedoms be; 
Which breaks the clouds, and opens forth the light. 
That doth both shine and give us power to see. * 
Oh! take fast hold — let that light be thy guide 
In this small course of time in fickle ecurth ; 
And think, how ill it him becomes to slide. 
Who seeketh heaven, and comes of heavenly birth. 
Then farewell world! thy uttermost I see, 
Eternal Love, maintain thy life in me. 

SiE P. Sidney. 



Then man, pray aud obtain; believe and have; 

Omnipotence and goodness ready be 

To ra^ us with oVSayionr fr^m the grave, 

Whence Enoch and Elias lived free ; 

He made aU good; yet suffered sin and death 

To reign, and to be exiled again by faith. — 
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Then, till thou find this heavenly change in thee. 

Of pride to meekness; unbelief to zeal; 

Lust to continence ; anger to charity; 

Thou feel'st of thy election no sure seal, 

But knowledge only: that poor infancy 

Of this new creature which must thence appeal 

Unto the Father for obedience, 

Judging thy hopes or condemnation, thence. 

For what else is reli^on to mankind. 
But raising of God's image there decayed? 
No habit, but a hallowed state of mind, 
Working in us that He may be obeyed; 
As God by it with us communicates, 
So we by duties, must, with all estates. 
With our Creator by sincere devotion; 
With creatures by observance of affection; 
Superiors, by respect to their promotion ; 
Interiors with the nature of protection ; 
With all, by using all things of our own 
For others* good, not to ourselves alone. 

And eVn this sacred bond, this heavenly breath, 
In man, his understanding, knowledge is; 
Obedience in his will; in conscience faith. 
Affection — love, in death itself a bliss; 
In body, temp'rance; life, humility; 
Pledge in the Mortal of Eternity. 

Ftjlke Greville Ld. Beooke. * 



* On the monument of Lord Brooke, in St. Mary's Church, 
Warwick, is this inscription, — " Fulke Greville, Servant to 
Queen Eizabeth, Counsellor to King James, and friend to 
Sir Philip Sidney." It was an irresistible temptation to as- 
sociate together in one Sunday's reflections the works of these 
two Mends, who, united by remembrance in their deaths, 
frere one in spirit during their lives. 
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Matt. vi. 33. — Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and 
his righteousness. 

Hencefoeth I learn that to obey is best, 

And love ^th fear the only God ; to walk 

As in His presence ; ever to observe 

His Providence, and on Him sole depend. 

Merciful over all His works, with good 

Still overcoming evil; and, by smsdl, 

Accomplishing great things; by things deemed weak, 

Subverting worldly strong and worldly wise, 

By simple, meek; that suffering for truth's sake 

Is fortitude and highest victory; 

And to the faithful, death the gate of life. 

Taught this, by his example, whom I now 

Acknowledge my Redeemer ever blest. 

Milton. Paradise Lost, 
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FIFTEENTH STJK^DAY AFTER TRINITY. 
Matt. vi. 24. — ^No man can serve two mastera. 

Away, vain world, bewitcher of my heart; 

My sin^ make me to smart; 

Yet will I not despair, 

But to my God repair; 

He has mercy ay, 

Therefore will I pray; ■• 
He has mercy ay and loves me, 
Thongh by His humbling hand he proves me. 

Away, away, too long thou hast me snared; 
I win not lose more time ; I am prepared 

Thy subtle sleights to flee, 

Which have allured me ; 

Though they swpetly smile. 

Smoothly they begiule ; 
Though they sweetly smile I fear them, 
I And them false, I will forbear them. 

Once more away! too loth the world to leave, 
Oft bid adieu with it that holds me slave ; 

Loth am I to forego. 

This sweet alluring foe ; 

Since thy ways are vain. 

Shall I thee retain? 
Since thy ways are vain I quit thee, 
Tbjr pleasure shaU no more delight me. 
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A thousand times away! oh stay no more; 
Oh'Christ conduct; lest subtle sin devour; 

Without thy helping hand, 

No man has strength to stand. 

Though I oft intend 

All my ways to mend, 
Though I oft intend, I fail ay, 
The sair assaults of sin preyail, ay. 

What shall I say? Are all my pleasures past? 
Shall worldly lusts now take their leave at last? 

Yea, Christ those earthly toys 

ShaU turn to heavenly joys ; 

Let the world be gone, 

I'll love Christ alone. 
Let the world be gone — I care not, 
Christ is my love alone — ^I fear not. 

Alexakdeb Montoohebie. 




\ 
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FIFTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Oal. yi. 14. — God forbid that I should glory, save in 
the croM of our Lord Jesus Christ, by whom the world 
is crucified unto me, and I unto the world. 

SmcE Christ himself embraced the cross, dare I 
His image, th' image of the cross to fly? 
Would I have profit by the sacrifice, 
And dare the cnosen altar to despise? 
It bore all other sins — ^but is it fit 
That it should bear the sin of scorning it? 
Who from the picture would avert his eye, 
How woidd he fly His pains who there did die? 
From me, no pulpit, nor misguided law, 
Nor scandal taken, shall this cross withdraw; 
It shall not, for it cannot — and the loss 
Of this cross were to me another cross. 
Who can blot out the cross which th* instrument 
Of God, dewed on me in the Sacrament? 
Look down, thou invest crosses in small things, 
Look up, thou seest birds on crossed wings; 
Material crosses may good lessons be. 
But yet the spiritual have chief dignity. 
Cross all thy senses, else, both they and thou 
Must perish soon and to destruction bow; 
But most the eye needs crossing, they that roam 
And move, to other objects must come home. 
And cross thy heart — the heart in man alone 
Beats downward and hath palpitation ; 
Cross those detorsions when it downward bends. 
And when it to forbidden heights ascends. 
So when thy brain works, ere thou utter it, 
Cross and correct concupiscence of wit. 
Decline not crosses, but receive them all; 
Cross no man else, but cross thyself in all; 
Then doth the cross of Christ work faithfully 
Withm our hearts, when we live harmlessly. 

DoTinsrE. SKg}itl\| altered. 



_\ 
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Efhes. iii. 17, 18, 19. — ^That ye, being rooted and 
grounded in love, may be able to comprenend with all 
saints what is the breadtii, and length, and depth, and 
height, and to know the love of Cfhrist, which passeth 
knowledge, that ye might be filled with all the fulness 
of God. 

Ah ! who can look on nature's face, 
A;nd feel unholy passions move? 
Her forms of majesty and grace, 
I cannot choose out love. 
Her frowns or smiles can woes disarm, 

Care and repining cease, 
Her terrors awe, her beauties <}harm, 

My thoughts are peace. 

I seek the valley — all alone 

I seem in this sequestered place ; 

Not so, I meet, unseen yet known 

My Maker's face : 
My heart perceives His presence nigh. 
And hears His voice proclaim, 
While bright His glory passes by, 

His noblest name. 

Love is that name, for God is love. 
Here, where unbuilt by mortal hands, 
Mountain below, and heaven above, 

His awful temple stands, 
I worship — Lord! though I am dust 

And ashes in Tfiy sight, 
Be Thou my strength, — ^in Thee I trust. 

Be Thou my Hght! | 

J. Montgomery. ^ 



/„ 
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SIXTEENTH SUNDAY AETER TRINITY. 

' £zEK. xii. 3. — ^It may be they will consider. 

When with a serious musing I behold 

The grateful and obsequious marigold, 

How duly every momiig she disiJays 

Her open breast when Titan spreads his rays ; 

How she observes him in her daily walk, 

Still bending towards him her small slender stalk; 

How when he down declines she droops and mourns, 

Bedewed as 't were with tears till he returns; 

And how she veils her flowers when lie is gone, 

As if she scorned to be looked upon 

By an inferior eye; or did contemn 

To wait upon a meaner light than him. 

When mus I meditate, methinks the flowers 
Have spirits far more generous than ours, 
And give us fair examples to despise 
Those servile fawnings and idolatries 
Wherewith we court these earthly things below, 
Which merit not the service we bestow. 

But oh, my Grod! though groveUing I appear 
Upon the ground, and have a rooting here 
Which hails me downward; yet in my desire. 
To that which is above me I aspire; 
And aU my best affections I profess 
To Him, who is the Sun of Righteousness. 

Oh, keep the morning of His incarnation, 
The burning noontide of His bitter passion. 
The night of His descending, and the height 
Of his ascension, ever in my sight. 
That, imitating Him in what I may, 
I never follow an inferior way. ^ ^ 

G. WiTHEE. 
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Luke xiv. 11. — ^Whosoever exalteth himeelf shall be 
abased ; and he that humbleth himself shall be exalted. 

This is true glory and renown, when God, 

Looking on earth, with approbation marks 

The just man, and divulges him through heaven 

To all His angels, who with true applause 

Kecount his praises : thus He did to Job, 

When to extend his fame through heaven and earth, 

He asked — Hast thou seen my servant Job? 

Eamous he was in heaven; on earth less known, 

Whose glory is false glory; attributed 

To things not glorious, men not worthy fame. 

There are, who count it glorious to subdue 

By conquest fer and wide; to over-run 

Large countries; and in fields sreat battles win. 

Great cities by assault: what do these worthies 

£ut rob and spoil, bum, slaugliter, and enslave. 

But, if there be in glory aught of good. 

It may by means far different be attained, 

Without ambition, war, or violence. 

By deeds of peace, by wisdom eminent. 

By patience, temperance 

Shall I seek glory, then, as vain men seek, 
Oft not deserved? I seek not mine, but His 



Who sent me. 



Milton. Paradise Regained, 
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SEVENTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 



EzEK. xviii. 29, 30. — Oh house of Israel, are not my 
wajrs equal? are not your ways unequal? Therefore 
I will judge you, house of Israel, every one according 
to his ways saith the Lord God. 

The sun to all like comfort doth infuse, 
The rain to all, by equal portions, parts; 
Heaven's treasures all alme both have, and use, 
Which Grod to all, as loved alike, imparts; 
Eacb mind's free state like passions do abuse, 
Eacb burd'nous body by like sickness smarts. 
Thus all alive, alike aU fortunes try. 
And as the bad, eVn so the best must die. 

God's benefits, though like to all designed, 

While judgment doth upon weak sight depend, 

Yet th inward eyes a mighty difference find 

To balance them, while spiritual thoughts ascend, 

God's gifts but clog the one, the other raise: 

These, take themselves to please, they, Him to praise. 

The godly ill, the wicked good may have, 

And both may be, while here, pleased or annoyed, 

But as they are, all make what they receive. 

Not real of itself, but as employed; 

Those temporal treasures monuments do leave, 

As by a blessing or a curse convoyed ; 

But this is sure — whatever God aoth send. 

To good men's good, to ill men's ill doth tend. 



Let not the godly man afflictions fear, 
God, wrestle may with some, but none o'erthrow; 
Who gives the burden, gives the strength to b6ar. 
And best reward the greatest service owes; 
Those who would reap they at the first most care, 
God* 8 love, his faith, a good man's trouble shews; 
Those whom God tries, He gives the power to stand. 
He Jacob tossed and helped with His own hand. 

God, souls to cure, doth divers balms employ, 
Whilst His intent the success still doth crown ; 
Some are pressed down lest they should swell too high. 
Some are raised high lest that mey should sink down; 
Some must have wealth their charity to try, 
Some, poverty, their patience to renown; 
He who made all, knows all, and as thej need. 
Not as they wish, makes things with His succeed. 

Since worldly things God makes both sorts possess. 
Whose use in them a ^atefulness should move^ 
Let us seek greater thmgs though seeming less, 
(Which for one sort do only proper prove;) 
That heavenly grace whose power none can express. 
Whose fruits are virtue, zeal, faith, hope, and love; 
The godly may the wicked's treasures gain, 
But their's the wicked never can attain. 

Eakl of Stirling. 




— ^ \ 
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Ez. XX. 40, 41, 42. — ^For in mine holjr mountain, 
in the mountain of the height of Israel, saith the Lord 
God, there shall all the house of Israel, all of Uiem in 
the lahd, serre me: there will I accept them. I will 
accept you with your sweet savour, when I bring you 
out Kom the people, and gather you out of the coimtries 
wherein ye nave been scattered. And ye shall know 
that I am the Lord. 

I Cor. i. 7. — ^Waiting for the coming of our Lord 
Jesus Christ. 

Sweet is the harp of prophecy — ^too sweet 
Not to be wrong*d by a mere mortal touch; 
Nor can the wonder^ it records be sung 
To meaner musici and not suffer loss. 

Oh! scenes surpassing fable, and yet true, 
Scenes of accomplished bliss! which, who can see 
(Tho* but in distant prospect) and not feel 
His soul refresh'd with foretaste of the joy? 
Rivers of gladness water all the the eami, 

• • •'• • • • • • 

The yarious seasons woven into one, 
And that one season an eternal spring — 

All creatures worship man — and all mankind 
One Lord, one Pather: — Error has no place; 
That creeping pestilence is driven away; 
The bream of Heaven has chased it. In the heart 
No passion touches a discordant string, 
But all is harmony and love. Disease 
Is not: the pure and uncontaminate blood 
Holds in due course, nor fears the frost of age. 



WITH THE OLD POETS. 207 



One song employs all nations; and all cry 

"Worthy the Lamb, for He was slain for us.'* 

The dwellers in the vales and on tiie rocks, 

Shout to each other; and the mountain-tops 

From distant mountains catch the flying joy; 

Till, nation after nation taught the strain, 

Earth rolls her rapturous Hosanna round. 

Behold the measure of the promise filled! 

See Salem built! (the labour of a God.) 

Bright as a sun the sacred city shines; 

All kingdoms and all princes of the earth 

Plock to that light; the glory of all lands 

Flows into her; unbounded is her joy. 

Praise is in all her gates; upon her walls 

And in her streets, and in her spacious courts 

Is heard salvation. From every clime they come, 

To see thy beauty and to share thy joy, 

Sion! an assembly such as Eartn 

Saw never, such as Heaven stoops down to see. 

Thus heaVnward all things tend. For all were once 
Perfect, and all must be at length restored. 
So Grod has greatly purposed; who would else 
In His dishonoured works. Himself endure 
Dishonour; and be wronged without redress. 
Haste then, and wheel away a shattered world 
Ye slow-revolving seasons! we would see 
A world that does not dread and hate His laws. 
And suffer for its crime; — ^would learn how fair 
The creature is that God pronounces good, 
How pleasant in itself what pleases Him. « 
Here, eVry drop of honey hides a sting. 
And eVn me joy that haply some pure heart 
Derives from Heaven — pure as the fountain is. 
Is sullied in the stream, taking a taint. 
From touch of himian Ufe, at best impure. 

Come then, and added to Thy many crowns 



Receive yet one, the crown, of all the Earth. 

Thou, who alone art worthy! It was Thine 

By ancient covenant, ere nature's birth ; 

And Thou hast made it Thine by purchiase since, 

And overpaid its value with Thy blood ! 

Thy sainte proclaim Thee Eong! and in their hearts 

Thy title is engraven with a pen 

Dipt in the fountain of Eternal Love. 

Thy saints proclaim Thee King! and Thy delay 

Grives courage to Thy foes; who, could they see 

The dawn of Thy last Advent, long-desired, 

Would flee for safety to the falling rocks — 

Come then, and added to Thy many crowns 

Beeeive yet one, as radiant as the rest. 

Due to Thy last and most effectual work, 

(Thy words fulfilled) the conquest of a world. 

All is in His hand, whose praise I seek. 

COWPEE. 
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Dan. iii. part of v. 28. — Blessed be the God of Sha- 
drach, Mesnach, and Abednego, who hath sent His 
angel, and delivered His servants that trusted in Him. 

Dan. vi. part of v. 23. — So Daniel was taken up out 
of the den, and no manner of hurt was found upon nim, 
because he believed in his God. 



There is no sorrow, trouble, nor distress, 
But mitigation hath or some release ; 
Long use, or time the storm away will turn, 
Or patience make it better to be borne, 
Yea, sorrow's lowering days will come and go, 
As well as prosperous hours of sunshine do. 
And when *tis past, the pain that went before, 
Will make the following pleasure, e'en the more, 
For He hath promised, wnom we may believe. 
His blessings unto those who mourn and grieve, 
And that, fliough sorrow much dejects the head. 
In every need tihey shall be comforted. 
This promise I beueve; in every grief 
Perform it Lord, and help mine unbelief; 
So others, viewing how Thou cheerest me, 
Shall, in all sorrows, put their trust in Thee. 

G. Wither. 
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NINETEKBTTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Eph. iv. 22, 23, 24.— That ye put off conceming the 
former conversation, the old man, which is corrupt ac- 
cording to the deceitful lusts; and be renewed in ilie 
spirit of your mind; and that ye put on tiie new m^, 
which after God, is created in righteousness and true 
holiness. 

Let dread of pain for sin in after time, 

Let shame to see thyself ensnared so. 

Let grief conceived for foul accursed crime, 

Let hate of sin, the worker of thy woe, 

"With dread, with shame, with grief, with hate, 

thee force 
To dew thy cheeks with tears ; to deep remorse. 

' So, hate of vice shall make Gbd's love to grow, 
So, grief shall harhour hone within thy heart; 
So, dread shall cause thy nood of joy to flow, 
So, shame shall send sweet solace to thy smart, 
So love, so joy, so hope, so solace sweet 
Shall make thy soul in heavenly bliss to fleet. 

Woe, where no hate doth no such love allure, 
"Woe, where such grief makes no such hope pro- 
ceed: 
"Woe, where such dread doth not such joy procure, 
"Woe, where no shame doth such a solace breed, 
"Woe, where no hate, no grief, no dread, no shame, 
No love, no joy, no hope, no solace frame. 

Al.EXA10)EE MONTGOMEEIE. 
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Eph. v. 15. — See then that ye walk circumspectly, 
not as fools, but as wise, redeeming the time, because 
the days are evil. 

See the leaves around us falling 
Dry and withered to tiie ground; 

Thus to thoughtless mortals calling, 
In a sad and solemn sound. 

Sons of Adam, once in Eden, 
Blighted, when like us he fell; 

Hear the lesson we are reading, 
'Tis alas ! the truth we tell. 

Maidens, much, too much presuming 
On your boasted white and red; 

View us — ^late in beauty blooming, 
Numbered now among the dead. 

Biches seekers — ^nightly waking. 

See the end of afl your care ; 
Flown on wings of their own making, 1 

We have left our owners bare. 

Sons of honour, fed on praises, 
Fluttering hi^h in fancied worth; 

Lo! the fickle air that raises, 
Brings us down to parent earth. 

Youths, tho* yet no sorrows grieve you. 
Gay in health and manly grace; 

Let no cloudless skies deceive you, 
Summer gives to Autumn place. 
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Venerable sires, grown toary, 

Hither turn th* unwilling eye ; 
Think amid your falling glory, 

Autumn teUs a winter nigh. 

Yearly in our course returning. 

Messengers of shortest stay; 
Thus we preach this truth concerning, 

" Heaven and Earth shall pass away." 

On the tree of Life eternal, 

Man let all thy hope be staid ; 
That alone, for ever vernal, 

Bears a leaf that will not fade. 

Bp. Hosne. 
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TWENTIETH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Joel ii. 23, 26 — Be glad then, ye children of Zion, 
and rejoice in the Lobd your God : for he hath given you 
the former rain moderately, and he will cause to come 
down for you the rain, the former rain, and the latter 
rain : and ye shall eat in plenty, and be satisfied, and 
praise the name of the Lobd your God. 

I LOVE (and I have cause to love) the Earth, 
She is my Maker's creature, therefore good. 
She is my mother for she gave me birth ; 
She is my tender nurse — she gives me food; 
But what's a creature, Lord, compared to Thee? 
Or what's my mother or my nurse to me? 

I love the air; her dainty sweets refresh 

My drooping soul, and to new sweets invite me: 

Her shrill-mouthed quire sustain me with their 

flesh. 
And with their polyphonian notes delight me ; 
But what's the air, and all the sweets- that she 
Can bless my soul withal, compared with Thee? 

I love the sea; she is my fellow creature 
My good purveyor ; she provides my store, 
She walls m6 round ; she makes mj diet greater, 
She wafts mv treasure from a foreign shore; 
But, Lord of Ocean, — when compared with Thee, 
What is the ocean or her wealth to me; 

To heaven's high city I direct my journey; 
Whose spangled suburbs entertain mine eye : 
Mine eye by contemplation 
Transcends the crystal pavement of the sky. 
But what is heaven, great God, compiared with 

Thee? 
Without Thy presence is no heaven for me. 
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"Without Thy presence Earth gives no refection; 
Without Thy presence Sea affords no treasure; 
"Without Thy presence Air is but infection, 
"Without Thy presence Heaven itself no pleasure, 
If not possessed, if not emoyed in Thee, 
"What are Earth, Air, aUd Sea and Heaven to me? 

The highest honours that the world can boast 

Are subjects far too low for my desire; 

The brightest beams of glory are (at most) 

But dying sparkles of Thy uving fire ; 

The greatest flames that Earth can kindle, be 

But Httle glow-worms when compared with Thee. 

Without Thy presence, wealth is store of cares, 
Wisdom is foUy — joy disquiet, sadness, 
Friendship is treason, and delights are snares; 
Pleasure but pain, and mirth but passine madness. 
Without Thee, Lord, things cannot wormy be 
Nor have they being when compared with Thee. 

In having aU things and not Thee, what have I ? 
Not having Thee what have all labours got? 
Let me enjoy but Thee, what further crave I? 
And having Thee alone — what have I not? 
I wish not sea or land — ^nor would I be 
Possessed of Heaven — ^Heaven unpossessed by Thee, 

Eeancis Quaeles. 1622. 
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Eph. vi. 10, 11. — My brethren be strong in the Lord, 
and in the power of ffis might. Put on the whole ar- 
mour of God. that ye may be able to stand against the 
wiles of the Devil. 

Awake, my soul, lift up thine eyes, 
See where thy foes against thee rise ; 
In. long array, a numerous host; 
Awake, my soul, or thou art lost. 

!9ere, ^ant Danger theaf ning stands, 
]Vl^u$frtD£^ his pale terrific bands; 
There, Pleasure's silken banners spread, 
And willing souls are captive led. 

See where rebellious passions rage. 
And fierce desires and lusts engage ; 
The meanest foe of all the train 
Has thousands and ten thousands slain. 

Thou tread'st upon enchanted ground. 
Perils and snares beset thee round; 
Beware of all, guard eveiy part. 
But most, the teaitor in thy heart- 
Come then, mv soul, now learn to wield 
The weight of thine immortal shield; 
Put on the armour from above, 
Of heavenly truth and heavenly love. 

The terror and the charm repel. 
The powers of earth and powers of hell ; 
Since Christ, our Master, triumphed here, 
Why should His faithful followers fear? 

Mas. Bakbauld. 
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TWENTY-rmST SUNDAY APTER TREHTY. 



Eph. vi. 13. — ^Wherefore take unto you the whole ar- 
mour of God, that ye may be able to withstand in the 
eyil day, and having done all, to stand. 

Bestabe all things a^ the will 
Of Grod ordained them; His creating hand 
Nothing imperfect or deficient left 
Of all that He created, much less man, 
Or aught that might his happy state secure, 
Secure from outward force ; within himself 
Tjxe danger lies, yet lies within his power; 
Against his will, he can receive no harm. 
But God left free the will, for what obeys 
Reason is free; and reason He made right; 
But bid her well beware and still erect; 
Lest by some fair-appearing good surprised 
She dictate false, and misinform the will 
To do what God expressly hath forbid. 



Por reason not impossibly may meet 

Some specious object by the foe suborned, 

And fall into deception unaware, 

Not keeping strictest watch as she was warned. 

Seek not temptation then, which to avoid 

"Were better .... 

Trial wiU come unsought. 
Would'st thou approve thy constancy? approve 
First thy obedience; the other who can know. 
Not seeing thee attempted, who attest? 
God toward thee hath done His part; do thine. 

Milton. 
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TWENTY-FIRST SUNDAY AFTER TRDflTY. 

Eph. vi. 10. — Mj brethren be strong in the Lord, and 
in the power of His might. 

What man is he wlio boasts of fleshly might 
And vain assurance of mortality? 
Which, all so soon as it doth come to fight 
Against spiritual foes, yields bye and by, 
Or from the field most cowardljr doth fly; 
Nor let the man ascribe it to his sTfill 
That thorough grace hath gained the victory. 
If any strength we have, it is to ill; 
But all the good is God's, the power and eke the 
wiU. 

Spenseb. 



-<m^ 
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Phil. i. 9 — 11. — ^And this I pray, that your love may 
abound more and more in knowledge and in all judg- 
ment. 

That ye may approve things that are excellent ; 
that ye may be sincere and without offence till the.d^y 
of Clirist : being filled with the fruits of righteousness, 
which are by Jesus Christ, unto th^ glory and praise of 
God. 

Feab, anger, want, fierce vengeance, raMd hate, 
Txmniltuons j'oy, envy and discontent, 
SeK love, vain glory, strife, and fell debate, 
Unsatiate wishes vain and impotent. 
Low sinking grieif, pleasnre, lust violent. 
Fond emnlation — aU these dim the mind, 
That with foul filth the inward eyes y-blent, 
The light that is so near it cannot find; 
So shines the Sun uns^n on a tree's rugged rind. 

But the clear soul by virtue purified. 

Collecting her own strength, from the foul steam 

Of earthly life, is often dignified 

With that pure pleasure t£at from God doth stream, 

Often enUgiitened by the radiant beam 

That issues forth from His Divinity; 

Then, feelingly immortal she dotlj deem 

HerseK, conjomed by so near ami^ 

With Gk)d, and nothing doubts of her eternity. 

Nor death, nor sleep, nor any dismal shade 
Of low contracting life she then doth fear; 
No troubled thoughts her settled mind invade, 
Th' immortal root of Jife she seeth clear; 



\ 



TFTH TRX 0U> FOXTS. 



Wiaheth she ever were engrafted here; 

So clcuda, no darfcuesa, or deficiency 

Intlushigh, heavenly life dott e'en appear; 

Redundant fullnesH and free liberty. 

Sweet flowing knowleSge, never wearying energy. 

Broad open sv[lit, eternal wakefiilnesB, 

TViflumten Miour or conffuming pain ; 

I^e soul all these in God must needs possess 

when true, deep-Tooted life she dotb attain. 

H. MooB£. 1654. 
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Prov. iii. 5: 19, 20, 21, part 22.— Trust in the Lord 
with all thine heart; and lean not unto t)iine own un- 
derstanding. 

The Lord by wisdom hath founded the earth; by un- 
derstanding hiath He established the Heavens. By His 
knowledge the depths are broken up, and the clouds drop 
down the dew. My son let not them depart from thine 
eyes; keep sound wisdom and discretion : so shall they 
be liie unto thy soul. 

Op things unseen how canst thou deem aright 

Since thou misdoub'st so much of things in sight? 

What though the sea with waves continual 

Do eat the earth, it is no more at aU; 

Nor is the earth the less, or loseth aught ; 

For whatsoever from one place doth fall, 

Tis with the tide unto another brought, 

For there is nothing lost but may be found if sought. 

Likewise the Earth is not augmented more 

By all -that dying into it do fade; 

For, of the ecurth they formed were of yore: 

However gay their blossom or their blade 

Do flourish now, they into dust shall vade.* 

What wrong then is it if that when they die 

They turn to that whereof they first were made? 

AU m the power of their great Maker lie, 

All creatures must obey the voice of the most High. 

They live, they die like as He doth ordain. 

Nor ever any asketh reason why; 

The hills do not the lowly dales disdain, 

♦Go. 
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The dales do not the lofty hills envy; 

He maketh kings to sit in sovereignty; 

He maketh suhjects to their power obey; 

He pulleth down, he setteth up on high, 

He gives to this, from that he takes away; 

For aU we have is His; what He list do, He may. 

Whatever thing is done, by Him is done. 

Nor any may His mighty wiU withstand; 

Nor any may His sovereign power shun, 

Nor loose tliat He hath bound with steadfast band; 

In vain therefore would any take in hand 

To call, to count, or weigh His works anew 

Whose counsels depth thou canst not understand, 

Since of things subject to thy daily view 

Thou dost not know their causes nor thier courses due. 

For take thy balance if thou be so wise 
And weigh the wind that under heaven doth blow, 
Or weigh the light that in the East doth rise. 
Or weigh the thought that from man's heart doth flow ; 
But, if the weight of these thou can'st not shew, ' 
Weigh but one word which from thy lips doth fall; 
For how can'st thou those greater secrets know 
That dost not know the least thing of them all? 
HI can he rule the great, that cannot teach the small. 

Spensek. 
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Sfttf^ntit-tlBril: §m^ 8^ 9iMjL» 



Phil. iii. 20. — Our conversation is in Heaven: from 
whence also we look for the Saviour^ the Lord Jesos. 
Christ. ^ ' 



SoAJt then^ naj spul, above the arched round 

Of these ppor jangled blisses ; here's no grpnnd: 

To fix the sacrep. foot of pure contenti 

Her mansion's i^ a purer element 

Hast thou pe^peiyedt{),e sweetness of a.gprpan 

Or tri^d the wiijgs of contemplation? 

Or hast thou found the balm of tears, that press 

Like amber.inthe dregs of bdtterness? 

Or hast thpn felt that . secret joy uiat flows 

Against the tide of conmion overthrows P 

Or ha^t thou known the, dawnings of -41 God 

ufon l^ee, w;hen His love is shed abroadf 

Or, Imst thou heard the sacred harmony 

Of a calm, conscience, echoing in thee, 

A requiem fifon^ above? a sealed peace 

Beyond the power of HeU, sin or disease. 

Or, nast thou tasted that communion 

Between a reconciled God and man? 

That sacred intercourse, those precious smiles, 

Dissolved in holy whisperings between whiles; 

Here are the steps, lead to l£e bless'd abode: 

The chair of state is on the throne of God. 

John Clevelaitd. 1640. 
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TWENTY-THIBJ) SUNDAY APTER TKDOTY. 

Phil. ill. 20. 

Dull is that lieaTy soul whicli ever bent 

On earth and eartihly toys, his heaven n^^ects; 

Content with that wnich caiinot ffive dont^nt; 

What is beneath t^e foot the soiu respects; 

Fond soul, thine eye will up to heaven direct thee; 

Dull heavy soul, my sehol^ must correct thee. 

Thrice happy soul, that guided by thine eyes, 

Art mounted up unto th^ starry nation, 

And leaving tl^re thy sense, entreat the skies, 

Enshrined and sainted there in contemplation; 

Heaven thou enjoyest on earth; 

/That sacred hand which to iliis day hath wrought you, 

Perfect your years; and with your years His graces; 

And when His will unto His will hath brought you, 

Conduct your soul unto those happy places 

Where thousand joys and pleasures ever new, 

And blessings thicker than the morning dew. 

With endless sweets, rain on the heavenly crew. 

P. Fletchee. 
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TWENTY-THIRD SUNDAY APTER TRINITY. 

• 

Phil. iii. 20, 21. — Our conversation is in Heaven; 
from whence also we look for the Saviour, the Lord Je- 
sus Christ; who shall change our vile body that it may 
be fashioned like unto His glorious body. 

Oh! thou great Power, in whom we move, 
By whom we live, to whom we die, 
Behold me thro' Thy beams of love. 
Whilst in this vale of tears I lie, 
, And cleanse my sordid soul within 
By thy Christ's blood — ^the bath of sin. 
No hallowed oils, no gums I need 
No new-bom drams of purging fire, 
One rosy drop, from David's seed 
Was worlds of seas to quench thine ire; 
Oh! precious ransom! which was paid, 
When " consumatum est" was said. 
And said by Him that said no more 
But sealed it with His sacred breath. 
Thou then that hast dispurged my score. 
And dying wast the death of Death 
Be now while on Thy name we caU, 
Our life, our strengtn, our joy, our all! 

SiK H. WOTTON. 
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Col. i. 9.— That ye might be filled with the know- 
ledge of His will, in all wisdom and spiritual under- 
standing. 

"When the great God had written in the hearts 
Of our first Parents, all the rules of good j 

So that their skill infused, surpassed aU arts 
That ever were before or since the Flood ; 

EVn then, to them the Spirit of Lies suggests 
That they were blind, because they saw no ill ; 

And breathed into their incorrupted breasts 
A curious wish, which did corrupt their will. 

So that themselves were first to do the ill. 
Ere they thereof the knowledge could attain ; 

Like him that knew not poison's power to kill. 
Until, by tasting it, himself was slain. 

EVn so, by tasting of that fruit forbid. 
Where they sought knowledge thev did error find, 

111 they desired to know, and and ill they did, 
And to give passion eyes, made reason blind. 

Thus reason's lamp, whicli like to sun in sky. 
Throughout man's little world her beams did spread, 

Is now l]iecome a sparkle, which doth lie 
Under the ashes, half extinct and dead. 

How can we hope that through the eye and ear 
This dving sparkle, in this cloudy place, 

Can recollect those beams of knowledge clear, 
Which were infused in the first minds by grace. 

For how may they to other things attain. 
When none of us his own soul understands ? 

For which the devil mocks our curious brain, 
WTien "Know thyself" his oracle commands. 
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All things without, which round about we see, 
We seek to know, and how therewith to do ; 

But that, whereby we reason's line obey, 
Within ourselves, we strangers are tnereto. 

We that acquaint ourselves with every zone, 

And pass both tropics, and behold both poles ; 
• When we come home are to ourselves unknown, 
And unacquainted still with our own souls. 

We study speech, but others we persuade^ 
We leech-craft learn, but others cure with it ; 

We interpret laws which other men have made, 
But read not those Irhich in our hearts are writ. 

And while the face of outward things we find 
Pleasing and fair, agreeable and sweet ; 

Those things transport and carry out the mind, 
That wim hersen the mind can never meet. 

Yet, if affliction once her wars begin, 

Ajid threat the feebler sense wim sword and fire ; 
The mind contracts herself and shrinketh in, 

And to herself she gladly doth retire. 

I know my body's of so fraH a kind, 
As force without, fevers within, can kill ; 

I know the heavenly nature of my mind, 
But 'tis corrupted, both in wit and will. 

I know my soul hath power to know all things, 
Yet she is blind and ignorant in all ; 

I know I'm one of nature's little kings, 
Yet to the least and vilest things am thraU. 

I know my life's a pain and but a span, 
I know my sense is mock'd in every thing 5 

And to conclude — I know myself a man. 
Which is a proud, and yet a wretched ^JJg. 

SlE Jr^AVfES. 
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TWENTY-FOURTH SUNDAY APTER TRINITY. 

Oh, ignorant poor man! what dost thou bear 
Locked up within the casket of thy breast ? 

What jewels and what riches hast thou there, 
Whatlieayenly treasure in so weak a chest ? 

Think of thy soul, and think that God did mean 
This wormy mind should worthy things embrace ; 

Blot not her beauties with thy thoughts unclean, 
Nor her dishonour with a passion base. 

And when thou think'st of her eternity. 
Think not that death against her nature is ; 

Think it a birth, and when thou goest to die. 
Sing like a swan, as if thou went'st to bliss. 

And thou my soul, which tom'st with curious eye. 
To yiew the beams of thine own form diyine ; 

Think that thou can'st know no thin^ perfectlj^ 
While thou art clouded with this nesh of mine. 

Cast down thyself, and only striye to raise 
The glory of thy Maker's sacred name ; 

Use all thy powers that blessed Power to praise, 
Who gaye thee power to be, and use the same. 

Snt J. DAyiBS. 
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Jeb. xxiii. 6. — ^This is His name whereby He shall be 
called— The Lobo ouk Righteousness. 

Nob hath this, my soul's hope stood 
So much in her being good ; 
With a love for sacred things ; 
As in her aoknowledgings 
From a higher power to have them ; 
; And herlftve to Him who gave them. 
Eor, although to have a mind 
Natuiallv to good inclined, 
(And to love it) would assure 
Reason that it might endure ; 
Yet, fsince man was first unjust,) 
There s no warra]^;»^suoh trust, 
Virtues, that moBit'l^ioval win, 
Would convert^ be to sin, 
If their fiourishings began 
From no better root than man. 
Our best virtues, whepEL they are 
Of themselves, we may^ c^pare 
To the beauty of a flower 
That is blasted in an hour. 
And which growing to be fuller, 
Turns into some loathed colour, — 
But those which are freely given, 
And confirmed in us by heaven, 
Have a promise on them pass'd, 
And for evermore shall last ; 
Diamond like, their lustre clearing, 
More and more by use and wearing. 

Geokgb Withebs. 1628. 
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TWENTY-riPTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Jer. xxiii. 5. — ^Behold, the da^s come, saith the Lord, 
that I will raise unto David a righteous branch, and a 
King shall reign and prosper, and shall execute judg- 
ment and justice in the earth. 

And this is His name whereby he shall be called, the 

LORD OUR RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

Great Ck)D, whom we with humble thoughts adore^ 

Eternal, infinite, Almighty King ! 
Whiose dwellings heaven transcend, "^^rhose throne 
' before 

Archangels serve and seraphims do sing ; 

Of nought who wrought, all that with wond'ring eyes 
We do behold within this spacious round, 

Who makes the rocks to ro6k, to stand the skies, 
At whose command clouds peals of thunder sound ; 

Oh ! spare us worms, weigh not, how we (alas ! 

Evil in ourselves,) against Thy laws rebel ; 
Wash off those spots which still in conscience' glass, 

Though we be loth to look, we see too well — 

Deserved revenge, oh do not, do not take, 
K thou revenge, who shall abide the blow ? 

Pass, shaU this world — ^this world which Thou didst 
make. 
Which should not perish till Thy trumpet blow ; 

What soul is found, whose parents crime not stains? 

Or what with his own sins defiled is not? 
Though Justice rigour threatens, yet her reins 

Let Mercy guide, and never be forgot. 



I i 
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Less are our faults, far, far than is Thy love, 
Oh what can b^ier seem Thy gnoe diyme. 

Than thev who plagues deserve, Thy bounty prove, 
And where Thou may'st shower vengeance, there to 
shine. 

Then look and pity, pitying forgive, 
TJs guilty slaves, or servants now in thrall, 

Slaves, if alas, Thou look how we do live, — 
Or doing ill, or doing nought at all. « 

Of an ungrateful mind, the foul effect, 
But if Thy gifts, (which largely heretofore 

Thou hast upon us poured), Thou dost respect. 
We are Tny servants, nay, than servants more. 

t 

Thy children, yea, and children dearly bought ; 

But what strange chance us of this lot bereaves ? 
Poor worthless wights ! how lowly are we brought. 

Whom grace once children made, sin hath made 
slaves. 

Sin hath made slaves, but let grace those bands break, 
That in our wrongs Thy mercies may appear. 

Thy wisdom not so mean is, power so we^ 
But thousand ways tiiey can make worlds Thee fear. 

Oh ! Wisdom boundless ! Oh, miraculous Grace ; 

Grace, Wisdom which outshines dim Reason's eye. 
And could Heaven's Sing bring forth His placeless 
place. 

On this ignoble stage of care to die ; 

To die our death, and with the sacred stream 
Of blood and water gushing from His side. 

To make us clear of that contagious blam& 
First on us brought, by our first Parents' pride. 
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That Thy great love and pity, Heavenly King ! 

Loye, pity, which so well our loss prevent, 
Of evil itself conld every goodness bring, 

And sad beginning cheer with glad event, — 

Oh ! Love and Pily ! ill known at those times. 
Oh, Love and Pity, careful of onr needs. 

Oh ! Bonnty, which onr horrid arts and crimes 
Grown numberless, contend near to exceed — 

Make this excessive ardour of Thy love. 
So warm our coldness, so our lives renew. 

That we from sin, sin may from ns remove. 
Wisdom our will, fedth may our wit subdue. 

Let Thy pnre love bnm up all worldly lust, 

(Hell's sugar'd poison, kining our best paL . 
Which makes us joy in toys, adore frail dust. 



3t Thy pure love bum up all worldly lust, 
(Hell's sugar'd poison, kining our best parts,) 
liich makes us joy in toys, adore frail dust, 
Listead of Thee — ^in temples of our hearts. 

Grant, when at last our souls these bodies leave, 
(Their loathsome hauntsof sin — ^their mansions blind) 

And doom before Thy royal ^seat receive, 
A Saviour, more than Judge, they Thee may find. 

DBVMMOin). 
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JJaittt ^n&t[m'8 gag. 

(Nov. 30.) 

Rom. X. 9. — ^If thou shalt confess with thy mouth the 
Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heai-t that God 
hath raised Him from the dead, thou i^ialt be saved. 

The thirsty soul that fainteth in the way, 
Or hunger-bit, for heavenly food doth long; 
The wearied heart that panteth all the day. 
Oppressed with fears and homebred griefs among; 
The blinded eye that seeks the shining ray. 
Or mind enthralled through Satan's wily wrong; 
Let hither fare for comfort in their need; 
Eor smothered flames a greater fire will breed. 

Here, silver streams shaH quwich thy boiling heat, 
And honey-dew the hungry stomach fill; 
Here, sweet repose with comfort shall entreat, 
Thy wounded breast to cure with busy skill ; 
Hence fetch thy ransom howsoever great; 
A mine of treasures are in this fair hill; 
From whose high top thy sealed eyes may see 
A glorious light that shall enlighten thee. 

The streams are blood, the dew is bread from heaven, 
The rest and comfort are celestial joys ; 
The ransom from the cross was freely given. 
The light is faitii which darkness all destroys; 
Thrice happy man that guides his steps so even, 
As his pure light no gloomy dark annoys; 
His ransomed soul eternal joys shall win. 
When timely death shall blessed life begin. 

H. C. 




SAINT ANDREW'S DAY. 
(Nov. 30.) 

Rom. X. 9. — If thou shalt confess with thy mouth the 
Lord Jesus, and shall believe in thine heart that God 
hath raised Him from the dead, thou shalt be saved. 

Faith Cometh by hearing, and hearing by the word 
God. 

Wake now my soul, and humbly hear 
What thy mild Lord commanas ; 

Each word of His will charm thine ear. 
Each word will guide thine hands. 

Hark, how his sweet and tender care, 

Complies with our weak minds; 
Whatever our state and tempers are, 

Still, some fit work He finds. 

Those that are merry, let them sing, 

And let the sad hearts pray ; 
Let those, still ply their cheerful wing, 

And these, their sober lay. 

So mounts the early warbling lark 

Still upward in the skies; 
So sits the turtle in the dark, 
• Amidst her plaintive cries. 

And yet the lark,, and yet the dove, 

Both sing the different parts ; 
And so should we, howe'er we move 

With light or heavy hearts. 

Or rather, we should each essay, 

In dai^ess or in Hght; 
Both grief and joy should sing and pray, 

Since both such hopes invite. 

Hopes, that all present sorrows heal, 

All present joy transend; 
Hopes to possess, and taste, and feel. 

Delights that never end. 

HiCKES, 
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(Dec. 21.) 

John zz. — ^29. — ^Blessed are they that have not seen 
and yet have believed. ' 

In Thee, oh Lord, my pensive soul respires, 
Thou art the fullness of my best desires. 
Thou art that sacred spring whose waters burst. 
In streams to him that seeks with holy thirst; 
Thrice happy man, thrice happy thirst, to bring 
The faintii^ soul unto so sweet a spring; 
Thrice happy he, whose well resolved breast 
Expects no other aid, no other rest; 
Thrice happy he, whose downy age hath been 
Beclaimed by scourges from uie prime of sin. 
And early seasoned with a taste for truth, 
Kemembers his Creator in his youth. 

Ebotcis Quables. 
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SADfT THOMAS THE APOSTLE. 
(Deo. 21.) 

John. xx. 31. — These are written that ye might be- 
lieve that Jesus is the Christ the Son of God, and 
that believing ye might have life through His name. 

Gbeat Prince of Shepherds, than Thy heavens more 

high, 
Low as our earth, here serving, ruling there, 
"Who tanght'st our death to live, Thy life to die, 
Who, when we broke our bonds, our bonds would'st 

bear; 
Who reignest in Thy Heaven, yet fiUd'st our Hell, 
Who in our flesh, our grave, (nay worse) our hearts 

would'st dwell; 

Thou nncreated Sun, Heaven's glory bright; 
Whom we with hearts and knees low bent, adore. 
At rising, perfect, and now falling light; 
Ah what reward, what thanks shall we restore ? 
Thou wretched wast, that we might happy be, 
Oh, all the good we hope, and «n we see, 
That we Thee know and love, comes from Thy love 
and Thee. 

Keceive, what only we can back return, 

(Yet that we mav return. Thou first must give), 

A heart which fain would warm, which fain would 

bum, 
In praise, for Thee, to Thee alone would live ; 
And Thou, who sat'st in night to give us day, 
Light and inflame us with Thy glorious ray, 
That we may back reflect, and borrowed light repay. 
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So we, beholding with immortal eye 

The glorious picture of Thy heavenly face, 

In His first beauty and true majesty, 

May shake from our dull souls their fetters base; 

And, mounting up to that bright crystal sphere 

Whence Thou stnk'st all the world with shudd'ring 

fear, 
May not be held by Earth, nor hold vile Earth too 

dear. 

P. Fletchee. 
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(Jan. 25.) 

Acts ix. 1.3,4,6. — ^And Saul yet breathing out threat- 
enings and slaughter against the disciples of the Lord, 
went unto the High Pnest. 

And as he journeyed, he came near Damascus: and 
suddenly there sHined round about him a light from 
heayen : and he fell to the earth. 

And he trembling and astonished, said, Lord what 
wilt Thou have me to do? 

Whose is that sword, that voice, and eye of flame? 
That heart of unextinguishable ire? 
Who bears the dungeon keys, the bonds, the fire ? 
Along his dark and withering path he came 
Tempting the might of Heaven s Eternal Sire. 
Lo, me Lord shone, tlie Snn's veiled beams expire. 
A Saviour's self the Saviour's lips proclaim. 
Whose is that form stretched on the Earth's cold 

bed? 
With smitten soul and tears of agony? 
Mourning the past? bowed is the lo^ head, 
Eayles's the orbs that flashed with victory. 
Over the raging waves of human will 
The Saviour's spirit walked, and all was still. 

EoscoE. 
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CONVERSION OF SAINT PAUL. 
(Jan. 25,) 

Matt. xix. 29. — ^E^eryone that hath forsaken house, 
or brethren, or sisters, or father, or mother, or wife, or 
children, or lands, for m^ name's sake. g^U receiye an 
himdred-fold| and shall inherit eternal life. 

Pull of wrath, his threatening breath 
Uttering nought but chains and death, 
Saul was arrested on his way, 

By a voice and a light, 

That, if a thousand days 

Should join in rays 

To beautify one day. 
It would not shew so glorious and so bright. 

On his amazed eyes, it night did fling. 
That day might break within; 

And by those beams of faith 

Make nim, a child of wrath. 

Become a yessel full of glory. 
We humbly pray. 
Lord, curb us in our darK and sinful way, 
And, when we down sin's precipices run, 
With feet that haste to be undone, 

That this may be our story. 

Bp. Tateob. 




THE PRESENTATION OF CHEIST IN THE TEMPLE, 

oommonlt called 

(Feb. 4.) 

LuKB ii. 22. — ^And when the days of her purification 
(according to the law of Moses) were accomplished, they 
brought Him to Jerusalem, to present Him to the Lord, 

and to offer a sacrifice according to that 

which is said in the law of the Lord. 

No doubt but she who had the grace 
Thee in her womb, oh Christ, to bear, 
And did all womankind surpass, 
Was hallowed by Thy being there. 

Yet, in obedience to Thy law, 
Her pur^dng rites were done, 
That we luight learn to stand in awe 
How from Thine ordinance we run; 
For, if we disobedient be, 
" XJnpurified souls have we. 

Oh keep us, Lord, from thinking vain 
What by Thy word Thou dost command; 
Let us be sparing to complain 
Of what we cannot understand ; ' 

And guide Thy Church that she may still 
Command according to Thy wiU. 

Youchsafe that with one joint consent. 
We may Thy praises ever sing; 
Preserve Thy seamless robe unrent, 
For which, so many, lots do fling; 
And grant* that being purified 
From sin, we may in love abide. 
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Moreover, as Thy mother went, 
(That holy and tiirice blessed maid), 
Thee in the Temple to present, 
With perfect human flesh arrayed; 
So let us, offered up to Thee, 
Replenished with Thy Spirit be. 

Yea, let the Church, our mother dear, 

Within whose ark new bom are we. 

Before Thee at her time appear 

To give her children up to Thee ; 

Ana take for purified tilings 

Her, and that offering which she brings. 

G. WITHEE. 
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S^md IRattftias's gag* 

(Feb. 24.) 

Acts i. 16. 20. — ^This scripture must needs have been 
fulfilled, which the Holy Ghost by the mouth of David 
spake before conceiving Judas, which was guide to them 
tnat took Jesus. 

For it is written in the book of Psalms, Let his ha- 
bitation be desolate, and let no man dwell therein: and 
his bishoprick let another take. 

Ye covetouBy that for a little gain 
Set Bouls to sale as t^ngh there were no hell ; 
Look upon Judas, think upon his pain; 
His endless pangs all torments far excell. 

Oh wretched man, bereft of inward easel 

Oh stately city of the highest King; 

(Fitting thy name that DAd'st the Prince of Peace 

WMlom whose praise the virgins fair did sing;) 

Must now thy rulers all their forces lend 
To send their servants forth in all this haste, 
To bind the Lamb, and then His blood to spend? 
What^ do ye long to see your land laid waste? 

They had a taste of His most sovereign might, 
Wlio with a word were stricken to the ground; 
Weak is man's power when God maintains the fight. 
His breath alone can all His foes confound. 
If but a touch can make the mountains smoke, 
How can man dare His Majesty provoke? 

Consider yet, while here we have a spacCi 
What grief it is to be exiled from God ; 
What joy it is to view His heavenly face, 
What pain it is to feel His heavy rod. 
Thrice cursed they who will not life embrace 
Thrice blessed they who cleave unto His grace. 

John MATtyTTAv. 

(Some alter at%on%^\ 
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SAINT MATTHIAS'S DAY. 
(Feb. 24.) 

Matt. xi. 28. — Gome unto me all ye that laboitf and 
are heavy laden, and I will give you rest. 

Sattotte! when in dnst to Thee 
Low we bow th' adoring knee ; 
When, expectant, to the skies 
Scarce we lift our streaming eyes; 
Oh! by all the pain and woe 
Suffered once for man below ; 
Bending &om Thy throne on high, 
Hear our solemn litany. 

By Thy helpless infant tears. 
By Thy life of want and fears ; 
.By Thy days of sore distress 
In the savage wilderness; 
By the dread permitted hour 
Of th* insulting tempter's power; 
Turn to us a pitying eye, 
Hear our solemn Litany. 

By the sacred griefs, that wept 
O'^er the grave where Lazarus slept; 
By the boding tears that flowed 
Over Salem's loved abode; 
From Thy throne above the sky, 
Hear our solemn Litany. 

By thine hour of dire despair, 
By thine agony of prayer ; 
By the cross, uie nails, the thorn, 
Piercing spear, and torturing scorn; 
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By the gloom that veiled the skies 
er the dreadfdl sacrifice; 
Listen to our hmnble cry, 
Hear our solemn Litany. 

By the deep expiring groan, 
By the sad sepulchral stone, 
By the vault, whose dark abode^ 
Held in vain the rising Ood; 
Oh! from earth to heaven restored, 
Mighty, re-ascended Lord, 
Listen, listen to the cry. 
Of our solemn Litany. 

Geaitt. 
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THE 

llttttimdaiwtt «f tfo M^ss^i ti^jgin Pattg. 

(Masch 25.) 

LxTKE i. 28. 

Oh! godly gkdfal, when tiiat Gabriel 

With loys mee greeted that may not be numbered; 

Or hau the bliss, oh! who could write or teU 

When the Holy Ghost o*fer thee was shadowed; 

Wherethroiigh the fiends were bitterly encumbred? 

Oh holy maid! embellished in His birth, 

That man and angel thereof hadden mirth. 

Lo! here the blossom and the bnd of glory, 

Of which the Prophet so lon^ spake bef ome, 

Lo! here the same that was in memory 

Of Esaie, so long ere she was bom; 

Lo ! here of Dayid the predicted son, 

Lo! here the ground of life whereon to bnild. 

Becoming man our ransom for to yield. 

Chattcee. 
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THE ANNUNCIATION OF THE BLESSED 

VIRGIN MABY. 

(Masoh25.) 

LuKB i. 38,-~And ICary said, Behold the handipaid 
of the Lord. 

Lowliest of women, and most glorified! 
In thy still beauty sitting calm and lone, 
A brightness round thee grew — and by thy side 
TTindhTig the air, a form ethereal shone, 
Solemn, yet breathing gladness — ^From her throne 
A Queen had risen with more imperial eye, 
A stately Prophetess of victory; 
From her proud lyre had struck a tempest^s tone 
For such mgh tidings as to thee were brought: 
Chosen of Heaven, mat hour — ^but thou, on tkou 
•^ EVn as a flower with gracious rains o'erfrought, 
Thy virgin head beneatii its crown did bow, 
And take to Thy meek breast th' all holy word. 
And own thy self the handmaid of the ford. 

Mbs. Hemans. 
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(Apbil 25.) 

Eph. iv. 14, 16. — ^That we henceforth he no more 
children, tossed to and fro, and carried ahout with every 
wind of doctrine, hy the sleight of men, and cunning 
craftiness, whereby they lie in wait to deceive; 

But speaking the truth in love, may grow up into 
Him in all things, which is the head, even Christ. 

I^ow doth the sun appear, 

The mountaiii snows decay, 
Crowned with frail flowers, fortn comes the infant 
year; 

My soul, time posts away, 

And thou yet in that frost 

Which flower and fruit hath lost, 
As if all here immortal were, doth stay. 

For shame! thy powers awake,* 
Look to that heaven which never night makes black ; 
And there, at that immortal sun's bright rays, 
Deck thee with flowers which fear not rage of days. 

DBXJMHOin) OP Hawthoknden. 





SAINT MARK'S DAY. 
(Apsil25.) 

Eph. -n. 7. 16. — ^Unto eyery one of us is giyen grace 
according to the measure of tne gift of Christ. 

From whom the whole body fitly^ joined together and 
compacted by that which every joint supplieui, accord- 
ing to the effectual working in the measure of eyery part, 
ms^eth increase of the body unto the edifying of itself 
in loye. 

Go forth Xing, and rule thee by sapience, 
Bishop, be able to minister decline ; 
Lord, to true counsel give thou audience, 
Womanhood, to modesty incline; 
Knight, let thy deeds worship determine; 
Be righteous. Judge, in saving of th^ name; 
Bich, do ye alms, lest ye lose oliss with shame. 
People, obey the king, and eke* the law; 
Age, be ruled by good religion; 
True Servant be fearful, keep tiiee under awe; 
And ye poor, fie on presumption; 
Inobedience in youm is utter destruction; 
Kemember you now God hath set you, lo; 
And do your part as He ordained to. 

Chaxiceb. 

*Al80. 
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^mi IpMttp mA ^aint James's iag* 

(MatI.) 

J AXES i. 2, 3. — ^My brethren count it all joy when ye 
fall into divers temptations; 

Knowing this, that the trying of your faith worketh 
patience. 

He who hath never warred with misery. 
Not eyer tagged with fortune and distress. 
Had no oeoadion nor no field, to try 
Hie strength and forces of his worthiness. 
Those parts of judgment which felicity 
Seeps as concealed — affliction must express: 
And only men shew their abilities 
And what they are in their extremities. 
For, ever by adversitv are brought 
The greatest works of admiration, 
And all the fair examples of renpwn 
Out of distress and misen^ are grown. 
Kot to be unhappy is unnappiness ; 
And misery not to hare known nuaery; 
Tor,, the best way unto discretion is 
The way that leads us by adversity; 
And m&a. are better shewn what is amiss 
By th' expert finger of calamity, 
Than they can be bv all that fortune bnn^ 
Who never shews tnem the true fiice of things. 
It is not but the tempest that doth shew 
The seaman's cunning; but the field that tries 
The soldier's courage; and we come to know 
But what men are, in their worst joepardies. 
For lo, how many have we seen to grow 
To high renown m>m lowest miseries. 
Out of the hands of death; 
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He that endures for what his conscience knows 

Not to be ill, doth, fix>iii a patience high 

Look only to the cause whereto he owes 

His sufferings, not to his misery; 

More he endures, the more his ^lory grows, 

Which neyer grows from imbecility. 

Only the best composed and worthiest hearts 

Goi sets to cut the hard and constant parts. 

Dastel, 
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SAINT PHILIP AND SAINT JAMES'S DAY. 

(Mat 1.) 

John xiv. 2. — ^In my Father's house are many man- 
sions : I ^ to prepare a place for you, I will come again, 
and receiye you unto myself; that where I am, there ye 
may be also. 

What is house and what is heme, 

Wliere with freedom thou hast room, 

And may'st to all tyrants say 

This, you cannot take away]^ 

'Tis no thing with doors and walls 

Which at every earthquake falls; 

No fiair towers whose princely fashion 

Is but plunder's invitation; 

No stout marble structure, where 

Walls, Eternity do dare: 

No brass gates, no bars of steel, 

Tho* Time's teeth they scorn to feel; 

Brass is not so bold as pride. 

If on Power's wings it ride; 

Marble's not so hard as spite 

Armed with lawless strength and might. 

Eight and just possession, he 

Patent names when laws stand free; 

But if once that rampart fall, 

Stoutest thieves inherit all: 

To be rich and weak's a sure 

And suficient forfeiture. 

Seek no more abroad, say I, 

House and home, but turn thine eye 

Inward, and observe thy breast: 

There alone dweUs solia rest: 

Thaf s a close immured tower 

Which can mock all hostile power. 
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To thyself a Tenant be, 

And inhabit safe and free. 

Say not that this house is small, 

Girt np in a narrow wall; 

In a pure and sober mind, 

Heaven itself, fall room doth find. 

Th' infinite Creator can 

Dwell in it, and may not man? 

Here content, make thy abode, 

With thyself and with thy God. 

Here in this sweet privacy, 

M aVst thou with thyself agree. 

Ana keep house in peace, though all 

Th' Universe's fSabnc felL 

"No disaster can distress thee 

And no fury dispossess thee: 

Let all war and plunder come 

Still thou may'st dwell safe at home. 

Home is every where to thee. 

Who can'st thine own dwelling be : 

Yea, though ruthless death assail thee. 

Still thy soul's thine own: and she 

To an house removed shall be 

An eternal house above, 

Wall'd, and roof 'd, and paved with love. 

There shall these mud walls of thine. 

Purified, repaired, outshine 

Mortal stars — ^No stars shall be 

In that heaven but such as thee. 

Joseph Beaumont. 1655. 
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(Jxhtb 11.) 

John xv. 12. — ^This is my commandmexit, That ye love 
one another, as I have loved you. 

He that alone miglit wise and mighty be 
Commands that others love as weu as He. 
Love as He loved! how can we soar so higli? . 
He can add wings when He commanils to fly. 
Nor should we be with this command dismayed, 
He that example gave, will give His aid. 
He took our flesh that when His precepts fsdl, 
His practice as a pattern may prevail. 
Poor He became and left His gbrious seat, 
To make us humble and to m&e us great,' 
His love at once and dread instruct our thought. 
As man He suffered and as God He taught 
To love is to believe, to hope, to know, 
'Tis axL essay, a taste of Heaven below. 
Clouds and thick vapours which obscure the day. 
The Sun's victorious beams may chase away. 
Those which our life corrupt and darken, love, 

ghat nobler Sun] can from the soul remove, 
ve would betwixt the tich and needy stand, 
And spread Hep.ven's bounty with an equal hand. 
At once the giver and receiver bless, 
Increase their joy and make their sufferings less. 
Love as He loved! a love so unconflned 
With arms extended would embrace mankind. 
SeK-love would cease, or be dilated when 
We should behold as many sel& as men. 
All of one fSamily, in blood allied. 
His precious blood, that for our ransom died. 

Walleb, 
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(JiJlrt! 24.) 

Matt. ill. 1, 2. — ^In those days came Jdbm the Baptist, 
preaching in tne wilderness of Judea, 

And saySngy l^ent ye : for tile kingdom of heaven is 
at hand. 

Because the ttrorld might liot piretend 
It knew not of Thy cOttiingldBy, 
ThMm did'st, oh Lord, before Hiee send 
A crier, to prepare Thy way: 
Thy kingdom was the bliss he brought, 
Kepentance was the way he taught. 

And, that his voice should not alone 
Inform us what we should believe ; 
His life declared what must be done 
K Thee we purpose to receive: 
His life our pattern therefore make. 
That we, the course he took, may take. 

Let us not go to pleasure's court, 
With fruitless toys to feed the mind; 
Nor to the wilderness resort, 
Where reeds are shaken by the wind; 
But tread the path he trod before 
That both a Prophet was, and more. 

Moved by his words to godly fear. 
Let us, oh Lord! to seek out Thee, 
To those forsaken wells repair 
That of so few frequented be; 
And, true repentance to intend. 
That we our courses may amend. 
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Let US hereafter feed upon 
The honey of the word diyine; 
Let ns the world's enticemeiits^im, 
Her drags, and her bewitching wine; 
And on our loins (so loose that are) 
The leathern belt of temp'rance wear. 

Thus, from the crier let us learn 
For Thee, the Saviour, to prepare; 
And others for their sins to warn. 
However for the same we fare; 
So Thou to us, and we to Thee, 
Shall when Thou comest, welcome be. 

G. WiTHEB. 
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SAINT JOHN BAPTISTS DAY. 
(June 24.) 

Matt. ill. 13. — ^Then 'cometh Jesus from Galilee to 
Jordan unto John, to be baptized of him. 

The great proolaimer with a voice 
More awfal than the sound of trumpet, cried 
Kepentance, and Heaven's kingdom nigh at hand, 
To all baptised; to his great baptism flocked 
With awe the regions round; and with them came 
From Narareth, the Son of Joseph deemed 
To the flood of Jordan; came as then obscure. 
Unmarked, unknown, but Him the Baptist soon 
Descried, divinely warned, and witness bore 
As to his worthier; and would have resigned 
To Him, his heavenly office; nor was long 
His witness unconflimed; on Him, baptised. 
The Svmt descended; while the Father's voice 
From Heaven pronounced Him, His beloved Son. 

Muton. {Par, Reg,) 
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(June 29. ) 

Acts iii. 19. — ^Repent ye therefore, and be converted, 
that your sins may oe blotted ottt. 

How watohfol need we to become, 

And how devoutly pray ; 
That Thee, oh Lord! we &11 not from, 

Upon our trial day. 

Por, if Thy great Apostle said 

He wonid not Thee deny. 
When he that very night denied, 
, On what shall we rdyP 

For, if ourselves we cannot leave 

One pleasure for Thy sake ; 
No, nor one virtuous mought conceive 

lill Tliou us able make. 

Nay, we not only Thee deny 

When perseeutions be ; 
But, or foiget, or from Thee fly 

When peace attends on Thee. 

Oh let those prayers us avail, 

Thou did'st to Peter deign; 
That, when our foe shall us assail, 

His labour sbaU be vain. 

Tea, oast on us those powerful eyes 

That moved him to relent; 
We may bemoan with bitter cries 

Our follies, and repent 
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And grant that such as him succeed 

For pastors of Thy fold, 
Thy sheep and lambs may guide and lead 

As thou appoinf st they i^ould. 

By his example speaking what 

They ought in truth to say; 
And in their lives confirming that 

They teach them to obey. 

I G. WiTHEE. 
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SAINT PETER'S DAY. 
(June 29.) 

Acts iii. 18. lO.-^Those thinly whicli Grod before had 
shewed by the mouth of all his prophets, that Christ 
' should suffer, he hath so fulfilled. 

Bepent ye therefore, and be converted, that your sins 
may be blotted out, when the times of refreshing shall 
come from the presence of the Lord. 

Chbist, health of fevered souls, heaven of the mind, 
Eorce of the feeble, nurse of infant loves, 
Guide to the wandering feet, light to the blind, 
Whom weeping wins, repenliint sorrow moves; 
Father in care, mother in tender heart, 
Receive and save us, slain witl^ sinful dart. 

If King Manasses, sunk in depths of sin, 

With plaints and tears recovered grace and crown; 

A worthless worm some mild regard may win 

And lowly creep, where flyiQg l£rew him down. 

A poor desire I have to mend my ill, 

I should, I would, I dare not say I will. 

I dare not say I will, but wish I may. 
My pride is choked; high words the speaker spilt. 
My good, oh Lord, Thy gift; Thy strength my stay; 
Give what Thou bid'st, and then bid what Thou wilt; 
Work with me, what Thou of me dost request. 
Then will I dare the most, and love the best. 

R. Southwell. 1616 
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$mi Jami{8's gag. 

(July 25^ ) 

Ps. cxix. 75. — I know, Lerdi tSiatf thy judgments 
are right,'and that Thou in faithfulness nast afflicted 
me. 

Matth. XX. 28.— The Son of man came not to be 
ministered unto, but to miiiister, and to give His life a 
ransom for many. 

If 'twere Thy sentence I should part 

With the most precious treasure of my heast, 

I freely that, and more resign; 

My heart itself ^as its delight) is iMne^ 

My little all I give to Thee, 

Thou ffaVst a ^ater gift, Thy Son to me. 

He left true bliss and joys above, 

Himself He emptied of all good but love ; 

For me He freelydid forsake 

More good than He from me can ever take ; 

A mortal life for a divine 

He took, and did at last, even that, resign. 

Take all, great God, I wiU not grieve, 

But still will wish that I had still to give; 

I hear Thy voice. Thou bid'st me quit 

My Paramse. I bless and do submit, 

I will not murmur «t Thy word, ' 

]!Tor beg Thy Angel to sheath up his sword.- 

I^OBAIS. 
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ST. JAMES'S DAY. 

(July 25.) 

EocLUS. xxi. It, — ^He that keepeth the law of the 
Lord, getteth the understanding thereof; and the per- 
fection of the fear of the Lord is wisdom. 

Wisdom's first progress is, to take a view 
What's decent or indecent, false or true. 
He's truly prudent who can separate 
Honest from vile, and still adhere to that; 
their differeiice to measure and to reacli 
Keason well rectified must nature teach. 
Wisdom, of what herself approves, makes choice 
!Nor is led captive by the common voice. 
He that the way to nones^ would learn, 
First, whaf s to be avoided must discern. 
Thyself from flatf ring self conceit defend. 
Nor what thou dost not know, to know pretend. 
Some Secrets deep in abstruse darkness He, 
To search them tiiou wilt need a piercing eye ; 
Not rashly therefore to those things assent. 
Which, undeceived, thou after may'st repent; 
Study and time in these must thee instruct 
And others old experience may conduct. 
Wisdom herself her ear doth often lend. 
To counsel offered by a faithful friend. 
Most in the world doth self conceit deceive. 
Who just and good whate'er they art, believe; 
To their wills wedded, to their errors slaves. 
They think no man like them himseK behaves. 
Their stiff-necked pride nor ^, nor force can bend, 
Nor high-flown hopes to reasS's lure descend. 
They mat so highly think themselves above 
All other men, themselves alone can love. 
Observe (if thee this fatal error touch 
Thou to thyself contributing too much), 
Those who are generous, humble, just and wise, 
Who nor their gold nor themselves idolise ; 
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To form thyself by their examples learn; 

(For many eyes can more than one one discern) 

Eut yet beware of counsels when too full, 

Number makes long di&{>utes and grayeness dull; 

Though their advice be good, their counsels wise, 

Yet length still loses omK)rtunitie8; 

Debate destroys dispatch, as fruits we see 

Decay, which hang too long upon the tree. 

A general sets his army in array ^ 

In vain, unless he fight and win the day. 

'Tis virtuous action that must praise brm^ forth, 

Without which, slow advice is little worth. 

Not to philosophers is praise denied 

Whose wise instructions after ages guide, 

Yet vainly most their age in study spend, 

"No end of writing books, and to no end; 

Beating their brains for strange and hidden thiiiigs, 

Whose knowledge nor delight nor profit brings; 

Themselves with doubts both day and night perplex, 

Nor gentle reader please or teacn, but vex ; 

Books should to one of these four ends, conduce 

To wisdom, piety, delight, or use. 

Learn to live well> if thou would'st die so too, 

To live and die is all we have to do. 

Seek thou to know the things that make us blest. 

And having found them, cherish in thy breast; 

Enquiring well the way, go on, nor slack, 

Quicken the pace, nor thmk of going back ; 

Some will their age in the inquiries waste, 

And die like fools, before one step is past; 

'Tis strange to know the way and not t' advance, 

Such knowledge is fax worse than ignorance; 

The learned teach (too often teach not do). 

And standing still tiiemselves make others go; 

Let what thou leam'st be by thy practice shewn, 

'Tis said, that wisdom's byTier children known. 

Sni J. Denham. 
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(Aug. 24.) 

Luke xxii. 24 — ^29. — ^And there was also a strife 
among them which of them should be accounted the 
great^t. 

And he said unto them the kine;8 of the Gentiles ex- 
ercise lordship oyer them : and they that exercise au- 
thority upon them are called benefactors. 

But ye shall not be so. 

I appoint unto you a kii^gdom, as my Father hath 
appointed unto me. 

" Whom I fayour thrive in wealth amain, 

While virtue, valour, wisdom, sit in want." 

To whom thus Jesus patiently replied, 

** Yet wealth without these three is impotent 

To gain dominion, or to keep it, gained; 

Witness those ancient empires of the earth, 

In height of all their flowing wealth dissolved; 

But men endued with these, have oft attained 

In lowest poverty to highest deeds; 

Gideon, and Jepntha, and the Shepherd lad 

Whose offspring on the throne of Judah sat 

So many ages, and shall yet regain 

That seat, and reign in Israel without end. 

Extol not riches then, the toil of fools. 

The wise man's cumbrance if not snare: more apt 

To slacken virtue and abate her edge. 

Than prompt her to do aught may merit praise. 

A crown, 

Golden in show, is but a wreath of thorns ; 

Brings dangers, troubles, cares, and sleepless nights 

To bun who wears the royal diadem, 

When on Ms shoulders each man's burdens lie, 
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For therein stands the office of a king: 
Yet he, who reigns within himself, and rules 
Passions, desires, and fears, is more a king: 
Which every wise and virtuous man attains: 
And he who attains not, ill aspires to rule 
Cities of men, or headstrong multitudes; 
Subject himself to anarchy within. 
Or Wess passions in him, which he serves. 
But to guide nations in the way of truth 
By sav^ doctrine, and from e^or lead, 
To know, and knowing, worship God aright, 
Is yet more kingly; this attracts the soul. 
Governs the inner man, the nobler part; 
That other o'er the body only reigns 
And offc by force : which, to a generous mind 
So reigning, can be no sincere delight. 

Riches are needless then 

. God 

Can satisfy our need some other way. 

Milton. Far Reg, 
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(Sep. 21.) 

n. Cob. iv. 4, 6.— The god of tlys world hath blinded 
the minds of them which believe not, lest the light of 
the glorious Gospel of Christ, who is me image of God, 
should shine unto them. 

For God, who commanded the light to shine out of 
darkness, hath shined in our hearts, to giye the light of 
the knowledge of the glory of God in uie fsice of Jesus 
Christ. 

How frail is man, whose sight cannot sustain. 
The snn's bright beams when he on ns doth shine; 
But that their points, rebutted back again 
Are dulled; how can we see with feeble eyne 
The glory of that M^esty divine. 
In sight of whom, both sun and moon are dark 
Compared to His least resplendent spark. 

The means therefore which unto us are lent 

Him to behold, is on His works to look. 

Which He hatii made in beauty excellent. 

And in the same, as in a brazen book, 

To read enregistered in every nook. 

His goodness, which His beauty doth declare. 

For all thaf s good, is beautiful and fair. 

Humbled with fear and awful reverence, 

Before the footstool of His Majesty 

Throw thyself down with trembling innocence. 

Nor dare look up with corruptible eye 

On the dread fiEice of the great Diety, 

For fear lest if He chance to look on thee 

Thou turn to nought and quite confounded be. 
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But lowly fall before His mercy seat, 

Close ooyered with the Lamb's integrity, 

From the just wrath of His aYengdol threat 

That sits upon the righteous throne on high. 

His throne it built upon Eternity; 

More firm and durable than steel and brass, 

Or the hard diamond which them both doth pass. 

His sceplTe is the rod of righteousness, 

With which He Inruiseth alL His foes to dust, 

And the grfAt dragon strongly doth repress 

Under the rigour of His ju^pnent just ; 

His seat is tnith in which tiie f aithfdl trust, 

From whence proceed her beams so pure and bright, 

That all about Him sheddeth glorious light. 

Spenseb. 




SAINT MATTHEW THE APOSTLE. 

(Sep. 21.) 

n. Cob. iv. 6. — Gtod, who commanded tlie light to 
shine out of darkness, nath shined in our hearts to gire 
the light of the knowledge of the glory of God, in the 
face of Jesus Christ. 

Oh heavenly spirit of especial power, 
That in Thy hand Thy praise of praises holdest; 
And from tie top of truth's triumphant tower 
The hidden fence of fairest tlioughts imfoldest ; 
Inspire this heart and hmnble soul of mine 
Wilii some sweet sparkle of Thy love divine. 

Teach me to think but on that only thought 
Wherein doth live the grace of virtue's glory ; 
And learn no more than what Thy trut& hatii 

taught, 
To those best wits that write Thy worthy story; 
Wherein is seen in heaven and earth's preserving, 
The highest point of praises, praise deserving. 

Let not compare come near unto none such. 
Heaven be my thought, and let the world go by; 
And say with all that, say I ne'er so much, 
AU are but trifles to Thy treasury ; 
For aU no more than what Thy mercy giveth, 
Who can behold wherein Thy glory uveth? 

No, I can see the shining of the sun, 
But cannot sound the essence of the light; 
Then, of Thy face in whom that fair begun, 
How can my soul presume to have a si^t? 
No, my great God, Thy glory hath a being. 
Where eye, nor heart, nor soul may have a seeing. 
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And therefore, Lord, since such Thy glory is, 
As cannot be but of Thyself conceived, 
And heaven nor earth contains that spark of bliss 
But from Thy hand of mercy is received; 
What spirit can the constant passion raise 
Near to the due of Thy deserved praise. 

Yet, since all glorv doth belong to Thee, 
Thy name in all things must be magnified; 
And by Thy mercy Thou hast made men see 
How in my soul Thou ma/st be glorified; 
In that sweet mercy make my praise to ^ow 
How best I may, tnat blessed glory shew. 

K. YEUlf AM). 
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$nM IHirltwI m& an Jlnjg^Is. 

(Sep. 29.) 

Bev. xii. 7, 10.— There was war in Heaven: Michael 
and his angels fought a^^ainst the dragon. 

And I heard a loud vdce saying in Heaven, Now ii 
come salvation and strength^ and the kingdom of oui 
God, and the power of Hia Christ. 

To Thee, oh Christ, Thy Father's light, 
Life, virtue, which our heart inspires. 
In presence of Thy angels bright 
We sing with voice and with desires; 
Ourselves we mutually invite 
To melody, with answering choirs. 

"With reverence we those soldiers praise 
Who near Thy heavenly throne abide. 
And chiefly him whom God doth raise ' 
His strong celestial host to guide; 
Michael, who by his power dismays 
And beateth down the Devil's pride. 

Dbumuon 
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SAINT MICHAEL AND ALL ANGELS. 

Come all the world 

And caU yoor nunda together, 

Borrow somK iienn 

Out of the AufjeU wings, 

Intrulit the hcsavena 

To send their muses hither 

To Li^lp 7011T Boab 

To wnte of snored tilings. 

Profane eonct'ita 

Must now be done away, 

The night is piut, 

And you must take the day. 

Speak not (rf sin, 

It besreth no part here ; 

Uut sing of grace, 

And wtenee her iflory grew; 

Think of the love 

That to the life is dear, 

And rjfthelii'e 

To whom all love ia dae; 

And tlien sit down 

In glory, all to sing 

All to the glory 

Ofour glorious King;— 

And let the ditt v 

Be the dearest thought 

That nmy revive 

The dyii^ heart of love ; 

That only mercy 

On the BOttl haUi wrought 
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The happy comfort 
Qf the neavens to move ; 
Then let your sound 
Unto the heavens ascend ; 
And all your chorus 
All in glory end. 

Glory to Him 

That sitteth on the throne, 

With all the host 

Of all the heavens attended; 

Who all things made, 

And governs all, alone, 

Vanquished His foes 

And all His flock defended; 

And by His power 

His chosen souls preserveth 

To sing His praise 

That so all praise deserveth. 

And whilst all souls 

Are to Him glory singing, 

Let me, poor som. 

Not wholly hold my peace; 

But let my tears 

Front mercy glory springing, 

Keep time to that sweet song; 

May they never cease^ 

That wmle my soul 

Doth my God adore 

I may yet sing Amen 

Although no more. 




._! 
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(Oct 18:) " 

EccLTJS. li. 30. — ^Work yoUr work betimes, and in His 
time he will give you your reward. 

When to the fields we walk, to look upon 
Some skilful marksman, so much heed we not 
How many arrows from his bow are gone, 
As we observe how nigh the mark he shot; 
And justly we deride the man who spends 
His time and shafts, bnt never aim does take 
To hit the white, or foolishly pretends 
The number of the shots dotn archers make. 
So God, who marketh our endeavours here, 
Doth not by tale account of them receive; 
But heedeth rather how well meant they were, 
And at His will how rightly aimed we have. 
Not even holy things performed by number 
Doth God respect; nor doth His wisdom crave 
Those many vanities with which some cumber 
Their bodies, as if those their souls could save. 
Eor not mtich doing, but tveU doing, that 
Which God commands, the doer justifies. 
To pray without devotion is to prate. 
And hearing is but half our exercise. 
We ought not therefore to regard alone 
How often, but how well the work be done. 

G. WiTHEE, 
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SAINT LTJKE THE EVAJSTGEUST. 

(Oct. 18.) 

n Tim. iv. 5. — Watch thou in all things* 

Flt from the press, and dwell with soothfastness,! 
Suffice i^ito thy good, though it be small;2 
For hoard hath hate, and dimbing tickleiiess,^ 
Press hath envy, and weal is blent o'er all;* 
Savour no more than thee behoven shall,^ 
Kede well thyself that other folk can rede^ 
And truth thee shall deliver 'tis no drede. 

Pain thee not each crooked to redress, 
In trust of her that tumeth as a baU; 
Great rest standeth in little business; 
Beware al^ to spurn against a nalle;^ 
Strive not as doth a crocke with a wall,* 
Deemeth thyself that deemest other's deed,® 
And truth shall thee deliver 'tis no drede. 

That thee is sent, receive in busomeness,io 
The wrestling of this world needeth a fall; 
Here is no home, here is but wilderness; 
Eorth Pilgrim, forth oh beast out of thy stall; • 
Look up on high, and thank thy God of all; 
Waivetn thy lust, and let thy ghost thee lead," 
And truth snail thee deliver 'tis no drede. 

Chauceb. 

1 Fly from the crowd and dwell with steadfiutness, 

2 Suffice to thee thy good, though it be small. 

3 For, hoard hath hate and climbing fickleness [or uncertainty] 

4 T' aspire brings envy; good hath passed ttoia all. 
6 Taste of no mure thim thee permitted, shall [be] 

6 Counsel thyself who other folks can rede [or counsel]. 

7 Beware also of striking 'gainst a nail. 

8 Strive not as earthen vessel with a wall: 

9 Judge well thyself that Judgest other's deed. 

10 That which is sent, receive with cheerfulness. 

11 Subdue thy wishes, let thy mind thee lead. 
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(Oct. 28.) 

Job. xlii. 2, 3. — I know that Thou canst do every- 
thing and that no thought can be wlthholden from 
Thee. 

"Who is he that hideth counsel without knowledge; 
therefore have' I uttered that I understood not; things 
too wonderful for me which I knew not. 

Weigh me the fire, if thou oan'st find 

A way to measure out the wind; 

Distinguish all those floods that are 

Mixt in the watery theatre ; 

And taste thou them as saldess there 

As in their channel first they were; 

Tell me. the people that do keep 

Within the kingdoms of the deep ; 

Or fetch me back the cloud again 

Now shivered into seeds of rain; 

Tell me the motes, dust, sands; or spears 

Of com when summer shakes his ears ; 

Shew me the world of stars, and whence 

They, noiseless, spread their influence. 

This if thou can*st, then shew me Him 

Who rides the glorious Cherubim. 

God is above the sphere of our esteem. 

And is best known when not defining Him. 

God hath two wings which he doth ever move, 

The one is mercy, and the other love. 

Under the first the sinners ever trust, 

And with the last He still directs the just. 

'Tis hard to find God, but to comprehend 

Him as he is, is labour without end. 

Heeeick. 



_ \ 
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SADTT SIMON AND SAINT JUDE. 

(Oct. 28.) 

John xv. 20. — ^Bemember the word that I said unto 
Ton ; the servaiit is not greater than his Lord; if they 
have persecuted me, they will also persecute you. 

Yain man, wouldst thon escape the common lot 

To live, to suffer, die, and be forgot? 

Look back on ancient times, primeyal years, 

All, aU are past — a mighty void appears; 

Heroes and kings, those gods of earthy whose fame 

Awed half the nations, ail are but a name ; 

The great in arts or arms, the wise, the just, 

Mix with each other in congenial dust; 

EVn saints and prophets the same path have trod, 

(Ambassadors 6f heaven, and friends of God) ; 

And would'st thou from the general sentence /fly P 

Moses hath died, thy Saviour deigned to die; 

Mortal, in all thy arts, regard thy end; 

Live weU the time thou liVst, and death's thy Mend 

Oh foolish man, no more thy soul deceive. 

To die is but the surest way to Hve, 

Blest is the man whom gracious Heaven has led 

Through life's blind mazes to the immortal dead; 

Whoj safely landed on the blissful shore, 

Nor human foUy feels, nor frailty more; 

And though the path be dark that must be trod. 

Though man be blotted from the works of God, 

Though the four winds his scattered atoms bear 

To cash's extremes through all th' expanse of air, 

Yet, bursting glorious from the silent day, 

He mounts triumphant to eternal day. 

Bboohe. 
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SAINT SIMON AND SAINT JTJDE. 

(Oct. 28.) 

Job xlii. 2, 3. 

What art thou, life, whose stay we court ? 

What is tiiy rival, death, we fear ? 

Since we're but fickle fortune's sport 

Why should we wish f inhabit here? 

And think tiie road we find so rough, too short? 

The spark of pure ethereal light 

That actuates this fieeting frame, 

Darts through the flesh a sickly flame. 

And seems a glow-worm in a winter's night. 

Through error's maze with fruitless toil 

Perplexed with puzzling doubts, we roam, 

False images our sight beguile^ 

But still we stumble through tiie gloom, 

And science seek, which still deludes the mind. 

Yet, more enamoured with the race, 

With disproportioned speed we urge the chase. 

And, gracious God, presumptuous man 

With random guesses make pretence 

To sound Thy searchless providence, 

From which he first began ; 

like hooded hawks we blindly tower 

And circumscribe with fancied laws, Thy power. 

Thy will the roUing orbs obey. 

The moon, presiding o'er the sea, 

Governs the waves with equal sway, 

But man, perverse and lawless still, 

Boldly runs counter to Thy will; 

Thy patient thunder he defies ; 

Lays down false principles, and moves 

By what his vicious choice approves, 

And when he's vainly wicked, thinks he's wise.. 
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iRetum, return, too long misled, 
With filial fear adore t£y God, 
Ere the vast deep of Heaven was spread 
Or body first in space abode. 
Glories ineffable adorned His head; 
Unnumbered seraphs round the burning throne 
Sang to th' incomprehensible, Three One. 
Yet then. His clemencv did please 
With lower forms t* adorn His train 
And make the wretohed creature, man, 
Probationer of happiness. 
On the vast ocean of His wondrous love, 
We, momentary bubbles ride. 
Till crusht by the tempestuous tide 
Sunk in the parent flood, we disappear; 
We, who so gaudy on the waters shone 
Proud, like the showery bow, with beauties i 
our own. 

But, at the signal giVn the earth and sea 

Shall set their sleeping vassals free; 

And the beloved of God, 

The faithful and the just. 

Like Aaron's chosen rod. 

Though dry, shall blossom in the dust. 

Thus gladly bounding from their dark restrain 

The dead snaU brighten into saints 

To meet their Saviour coming in the skies; 

Instructed then by intuition, we 

Shall the vain efforts of our wisdom see. 

Shall then impartially confess 

Our demonstrations were but guess ; 

That knowledge which from human reason floin 

Unless religion guide its course, 

And faith her steady mounds oppose. 

Is ignorance at best, and often worse. 

Fentc 
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Jin faints iag. 

(Nov. 1.) 

Ebv. vii. 9. — I beheld, and lo a great multitude which 
no man could number, of all nations, and Hndreds and 
people and tongues, stood before the throne and before 
the Lamb, clowed with white robes, andptJms in their 
hands, and cried with a loud voice, saying, salvation to 
our God, which sitteth upon the throne, and unto the 
Lamb. 

Blest spirits, who have thrown away 
The envious weight of clay, 
Which your celestial flight denied ; 
•Who, by your glorious tooops supply 
The winged hierarchy, 
(So broken in the angel's pride), 

Oh! you, whom your Creator's sight 

Pills with delight; 

Sing for the triumphs of His name ; 

All you blest souls, agree 

In a loud symphony. 

To give expression to your flame. 

To Himj His own great works relate, 

Who deigned to elevate 

You, 'hove the frailly of your bijii ; 

Where you stand safe from the rude war 

With which we troubled are 

By the rebellion of our earth. 

While a corrupted air beneath 
Here in this world we breathe. 
Each hour some passion us assails; 
Now lust casts wild-fire in the blood, 
Or, (that it may seem good) 
Itself in wit or beauty veils. 
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Then, envy circles ns with hate, 
And lays a siege so strait, 
No heavenly succour enters in; 
But, if revenge admittance find. 
For ever hath the mind 
Made forfeit of itself to sin. 

Assaulted thus, how dare we raise 
Our minds, to think His praise 
"Who is eternal and immense? 
How dare we force our feehle wit 
To'speak Him infinite 
So far above the reach of sense? 

Oh you, who are immaculate, 

His name may celebrate 

In your soul's bright expansion, 

You, whom your virtues did unite 

To His perpetual sight; 

That ev n with Him, you now shine one. - 

While we, who to earth contract our hearts, 

And only study arts, 

To shorten the sad length of time; 

Instead of joys, bring humble fears, 

Eor hymns, repentant tears, 

And a new sign for every crime. 

HUBDfGTON. 




ALL SAINT'S DAT. 

V 

(Nov. 1.) 

Bbv. vii. 9. 

Hasp! lift thy yoioe on high! shout, Angels, shout! 
And loudest ye redeemed! glory to GK)d, 
And to ike Lsunb, who bought us witii His blood, 
From every kindred, nation, people, tongue. 
And washed, and sanctified and saved our souls; ' 
And gave us robes of linen pure, and crowns 
Of h&y and made us Kings and Priests to God, 
Shout back to ancient Time! wag loud and wave 
Your palms of triumph! sing, where is thy sting 
Oh Death! where is thy victory, oh GfraveP 
Thanks be to God, eternal thanks, who gav6 
Us victorv, through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
Harp! lin thy voice on high, shout. Angels, shout! 
And loudest ye redeemed, glory to God, 
And to the Lamb, all glory and all praise. 
All glory and all praise at mom or eVn 
That come and go etemallv, and find 
Us happy still, and Thee for ever blest. 
Glory to God and to the Lamb, — ^Amen, 
Eor ever and for evermore — ^Amen. 

POLLOE. 
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OCCASIONAL SERVICES. 



I. Cob. X. 16, 17. — The cup of blessmg which we 
bless, is it not the communion of the blood of Christ ? 
the bread which we break, is it not tbe communion of 
the body of Christ? for we, being mainr are one bread 
and one Dody, for we are all partakers of that one bread. 

^ The benefit is great if with a true penitent heart and 
lively faith we receive that hdj sacrament, for then we 
spirituallv eat the flesh of Chnst and drink His blood; 
tnen we dwell in Christ, and Christ in us; we are one 
with Christ and Christ with us. — Exhortation in the 
Communion Service, 

At a communion I wish I might 

Haye no cause to suspect 

Any, the least defect 

Of unity, and peace, either in sight 

Apparently, 
Or in men*s hearts concealed secretly. 

That which ordained is to make men one 

More than hefore they were, 

Should not in itself appear 

(Though but appear) distinctly divers. None 

Too much can see 
Of what, when most, only enough can be. 

If others will dissent and vary, who 

Can help it? If I may 

As hath been done alway 

By th' best and most, I wiU myself do so. 

Of one accord 
The servants should be of one God, one Lord. 

G. Hebbest. 
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HOLY COMMUNION. 

The manna that I look for here 

Is bread of heaven; . . I fear 

No want of plenty, where I know 

The bread bjr eating more does greater grow; 

Where nothing but forbearance makes 

A famine. 

Yea, dead^men here invited are 

Unto the bread of life, and while they spare 

To come and take it, tkej must blame 

Themselves if they continne still the same. 

The body's fed by food, which it 

Assimilates, and to itself doth fit; 

But, that the sonl may feed, itself must be 

Transformed to the world. 

G. Hebbebt. {Slightly altered). 
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Tit. iii. 5. — ^Not by works of righteousness which we 
have done, but according to His mercj he toved us, by 
the washing of reoperation, and renewing of the 
Holy Ghost; which He shed on us abundantly through 
Jesus Christ our Saviour. That bein|^ justmed by His 
grace, we should be made heirs accordmg to the hope of 
eternal life. 

Blest hour when I, a new bom child, 
Great God, my God my Father styled; 
I then (adorned with Christ's dear name) 
To Chnst-like bliss had Christ-like claim; 
Christians, who Chrisfs anointed are, 
In His celestial unction share. 

Persons and things to God applied, 

Were by anointii^ sanctified; 

To turn them to a worldly use, 

Were sacrilegious abuse ; 

Lord, kee^ atiye my Christian flame 

WiHi Chnst-like loye, and Christ-like aunu 

The Holy Ghost on Jesus' head 
Unmeasureable graces shed; 
Christians, who Christ's anointed are. 
In His celestial unction share ; 
The Spirit, templing in their hearts, 
His aU-sufiicient aid imparts. 

Oh! may I with a faith unfeigned. 
Preserve my Christian name unstained; 
To copy Christ oh may I strive, 
From whom that dear name I derive. 
And die, when death shall me arrest, 
A Christian, with Christ's unction blest. 

Bf. £en. 
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Pboy. iv. 1 — ^Hear ye cMjLdren the infltructioiifi of a ' 
Father, and attend to Jmow understanding. 

Oh teaoh us rightly to receive, 
What Thou dost here bestow, 

And learn us truly to conceive 
Wliat we are bound to know; 

That such as cannot wade the deep 

Of Thyunfathomed word, 
May by Thy grace, safe courses keep 

Along the shallow ford. 

WiTHEB. 



All that is gained of all that's good 
When time shall this weak ^firame destroy, 

Their uses rightly understood. 
Shall man in Happier state enjoy. 

Oh argument for truth divine, 

For 8tndy*s care, for virtue's strife. 
To know th' enjoyment will be thine 

In that renewed and endless life. 

C&ABBE. 



284 A. OHBISTUH TEAS 



(ton^rmatitn. 



Ps. cxxiv. 8. — Our help is in the name of the Lord, 
who made Heaven and Earth. 

VotrcHSAPE, oh Lord, to be our guide ; 
The Spirit of Grace into us pour; 
Defend our cause on every side, 
That we may pass into the bower 
Where, as those heavenly flowers do grow 
By Christ that garden first did sow, 

Illuminate our inward mind, 
To seek to Thee continually; 
From worldlv errors that be blind 
Preserve us for Thy Majesty ; 
Teach us as we in words profess, 
Li deeds each one to do no less. 

Assist us daily to begin 

Spiritually to enter fight 

Against the world, the flesh and sin. 

That we may sliun the dusky night, 

In which our enemy the Devil 

Doth watch to work each Christian evil. 

Arm us with faith to bear the shield, 
And> sword of heavenly purity; 
Crown us with helmet in the field 
Of Thy surpassing verity. 
Grant this, oh bounteous Jesus sT^eet, 
That we with Thee at last may meet, 

SiE N. Beeton. 
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J^al^mnizatiott of Patrtimflttj. 

Eph. v. 33. — Let every one of you in particular so 
love his wife even as himself, and the wife see that she 
reverence her husband. 

Take strength from strong affection, let onr souls 
Join in deep thanksgiving for God's rich boon, 
Onr perfect love. Oh blessed may we be 
In that high gift. Thousands o'er earth may pass 
With hearts unfreshened by the heavenly dew 
Which hath kept ours from withering. 

Oh receive 
Thy children's thanks, Creator; fojr the love 
Wnich Thou hast granted : through all eartiily woes 
To spread heaven's peace around them; which hath 

bound 
Their spirits to each other, and to Thee, 
With hnks whereon unkindness ne'er hath breathed, 
Nor wandering thought. 

Oh Father! most of all 
We thank, we bless Thee for the priceless trust 
Through Thy redeeming Son, vouchsafed to those 
That love in Thee, of union in Thy sight 
And in Thy heavens immortal. Hear our prayer, ' 
Take home our fond affections, purified 
To Spirit radiance from all eartmy stain: 
Exalted, solemnized, made fit to dwell, 
Father, where all things that are lovely meet, 
And all things that are pure; for evermore 
With Thee and Thine I 

Mes. Hemans. 
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MATRIMOmr. 

Eph. v. 23.— The husband is the head of the wife, 
even as Christ is the head of the Church ; and He is the 
Saviour of the body. Therefore, as the Church is sub- 
lect unto Christ, so let the wives be to their own hus- 
bands in every thing. Husbands love your wives, even 
as Christ also loved the Chureh and gave Himself for it. 

Great Son of God! whose Gtospel pleased to throw 
Round Thy rich glory veils of earthly sheW; 
Who made the vineyard oft Thy Church design, 
Who made the marriage feast a type of Thine; 
Hail! fall of mercy! ready nations cry, 
Hail, oh for ever, ever blessed on high! 
Hail, oh for ever on Thy beauteous throne 
Thou Lord that workest wondrous things alone; 
Still let Thy glory to the world appear, 
And all the riches of Thy goodness hear ! 
And thou fair church! in whom He £xes love, 
The Q,ueen accepted of the Prince above. 
Behold Him, fairer than the sons of men, 
Embrace His offered heart, and share His reign. 
Within thy soul let vain aSffiections die, 
Him only worship, and with Him comply. 
So shall thy spouse's heart with thine agree, 
So shall His mvour still increase for thee. 
Come, while He calls, supremely favoured queen. 
In heavenly virtues dress thy soul within. 
The jovM nations shall thy praise proclaim. 
And, lOT their safety, crowd beneath thy name. 
And stiU thQ Church He shadowed, hears the lays 
In daily service, as an aid to praise. 
There, where He placed, let awfal, solemn sound 
For God's high glory fill the place around; 
And there and every where. His sacred name 
Within His firmament of power, proclaim. 

PABmSLL. 
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^isttatun of iht ^kh 

Pa. Ixxi. 2. — ^Be Thou my stronghold, whereimto I may 
alway resort; Thou hast promised to nelp me, for Thou 
art my house of defence and my castle. 

Oh Thou! whose all enlivening ray 
Can torn my darkness into day, 
Disperse, great God, my mental gloom. 
And with Thyself, my soul illume. 
Though gathering so^ws sweU mv breast, 
Speak but the word, and i>eaoe and rest 
Shall set my troubled spirit free; 
In sweet oommunion. Lord, with Thee. 
What though in this heart-searching hour 
Thou dimnr st my intellectual power. 

Thy gracious di^pline I own™ 

And wisdom seek at Thy blest throne; 

A wisdcmi not of earthly mould 

Not sueh as learned volumes hold. 

Not selfish, arrogant and vain, 

That chills the heart, and fires the brain. 

But, Pather of eternal light. 

In fixed and changeless glory bright; 

I seek the wisdom from above, 

Pure, peaceful, gentle, fervent love, 

Let love divine my bosom sway. 

And then, my darkness will be day. 

No doubts, no fears shall beave my breast, 

Eor God himself will be my rest 

Bp. Jebb. 
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VISITATION OF THl SICK. 

Ps. Ixxi. 12. — ^I will patiently abide alway and will 
praise Tliee more and more. 

When Israel's ruler on the royal bed, 

In anguisli and in perturbation lay, 

Tbe down relieved not the anointed head. 

And rest gave place to horror and dismay; 

Fast flowed the tears, high heaved each gasping 

sigh, 
"When God's own prophet spake — oh monarch thou 

must die. 
And must I go? the illustrious mourner cried; 
I, who have served Thee still in faith and truths 
Whose snow-white conscience no foul crime has 

dyed 
From youth to manhood, infancy toyouth; 
Like David who have still revered Tny word. 
The sovereign of myself^ and servant of the Lord. 
The Judge, Almighty, heard His suppliant's moan, 
Repealed His sentence, and his health restored; 
The beams of mercy on his temples shone 
Shot from that heaven to which his sighs had soared. 
The sun retreated at his Maker's nod, 
And miracles confirm the genuine work of God. 
But oh, what have I, — ^what have I to plead; 
When death stands near me with his threatening 

lance, 
When reason leaves me at the time of need. 
And sense is left in terror or in trance. 
The sinking soul with fevered blood inflamed, 
And the celestial image, sunk, defaced and maimed. 
I send back memory in heedful guise 
To search the Tecoxds oi i^x^ceding years, 
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Home like the raven to the ark she flies 
With dismal tidings to my trembling ears. 
Oh Sun! that thy retreat again was nude, 
To throw my sins back into Mendly shade. 
But who are they that bid affliction oease? 
Redemption and forgiveness — ^heavenlv sonnds; 
Behold the dove that brings the brancn of peace, 
Behold the balm that heals the festering wonnds. 
Vengeance divine by penitence supprest j 
She struggles with tiie Angel — conquers and is blest. 
Yet hold, presumption — not too fondly climb. 
And thou, too, hold— oh horrible despair, 
In man humility's alone sublime. 
Who diffidently hopes, he's Christ's own cure. 
Oh! all sufficient Lamb! in death's dread hour 
Thy merits who can dight, or who can doubt Thy 
power. 

Shabt. 




TJ 
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John v. 24. — ^Verily, verily I say unto you, he that 
heareth my word, ana believeth on Him that sent me, 
hath everlasting life, and shall not come unto condemn- 
ation, hut is passed from death unto life. 

The hour of my departure's come, 
I hear the yoice that calls me home; 
At last, oh Lord, let trouble cease, 
And let Thy servant part in peace. 

The race appointed I have run. 
The combat o'er, the prize is won, 
And now my witness is on high, 
And now my record's in the sky. 

Not in mine innocence I trust, 
I bow before Thee in the dust, 
And through my Saviour's blood, alone 
I look for mercy at Thy throne. 

I leave the world without a tear, 
Save for the Mends I hold so dear; 
To heal their sorrows. Lord, descend. 
And to the friendless prove a Mend. 

I come, I come, at Thy command, 
I give mv spirit to Thy hand ; 
S^tch lOTiD. thine everlasting arms, 
And shield me in the last alanns. 

The hour of my departure's come, 
I hear the voice that calls me home ; 
Now, oh my God, let trouble cease, 
Now let Thy servant part in peace. 



LOGAX. 
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gk iut[tat «| the §tK&. 

Job. xix, 25 — 27. — ^I know that my Biedeemer liveth, 
and that He shall stand at the latter day upon the earth : 
and though after my skin worms destroy this body, yet 
in my fleui shall I see Gk)d: whom I shatl see for myself, 
and mine eyes shall behold, and not another. 

SuBE 'tis a serious thing to die, — my soul, 
What a strange moment must it be, when near 
Thy journey's end thou hast the gulf in view; 
That awful gulf no mortal e'er repassed. 
Nature runs back, and shudders at the sight. 
And every life-strihg bleeds at thoughts of parting: 
For part they must; body and soul must part, 
This, wings its way to its Almighty source, 
The witness of its actions, now its Judge; 
That, drops into the dark and noisome grave. 

If there's an hereafter, 

And that there is, conscience, uninfluenced. 
And suffered to speak out, tells every man. 
Then must it be an awful thin^ to ^e; 
Our time is fixed, and all our days are numbered; 
How long, how short, we know not — this we know, 
Duty requires we calmly wait the summons. 

And know Death, thou must render up thy dead 
And with high interest too — ^they are not thine, 
But only in thy keeping for a season. 
Till the great promised day of restitution. 
When loud, dif^isive sound from brazen trump 
Shall rouse the long long sleepers into life. 
Daylight and liberfy. 

The time draws on 
When not a single spot of burial earth 
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Whether on land or in the spaoions sea, 
But mnst give back its long committed dust 
Inyiolate. 

Oh death, we know, 
Th' mnstirons deliyerer of mankind^ 
The Son of God, thee foiled — TTim in thy power 
Then coxild'st not hold — self vigorous He rose, 
And shaking off thy fetters, soon retook 
Those spoils His voluntary yielding lent ; 
Heaven sportals opened wide to let TTim in. 
Nor are ffis Mends shut out — ^as a great Prince 
!N^ot for Himself alone procures admission, 
But for His train. It was His royal will 
That where He is. His followers shoxdd be . 
Death only lies between; a gloomy path 
Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears. 
But not untrod nor tedious. 

Death disarmed 
Loses its feUness quite — all thanks to Him 
Who scourged the venom out. Sure the last end 
Of the ffood man is peace. How calm his exit, 
Night dews fall not more gently on the ground, 
Nor weary, worn out winds expire so soft. 

Blaib. 
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BTJEIAL OF THE DEAD. 

I. Gob. xy. 22. — ^Foras in Adam all die, even so in 
Christ shall all be made aUve. 

When on the swift pale horse, whose lightning pace, 
"Where'er we fly, shall win the dreadful race, 
The mighty rider comes — oh whence shall aid 
Be drawn, to meet his rushing nndismayed? 
Whence bnt from Thee, Messiah? thou nast drained 
The bitter cup, till not the dregs remained; 
To Thee the struggle and the pang were known, 
The mystic horror — ^all became Thine own! 
But wake, be glad ye nations! from the tomb 
Is won the victory and is fled the gloom; 
The vale of death in conquest hath been trod, 
Break forth in joy ye ransomed! saith your God. 
Swell ye the raptures of the song afar, 
And hail with harps your bright and morning star. 
He rose, the everlasting gates of day 
Keceived the King of Glory on His way! 
The hope, tiie comforter of those who wept, 
And the first fruits of them in Him that slept. 
He rose. He triumphed; He will yet sustain 
Frail nature shrinking in the stnfe of pain. 
Aided by Him ; around the martyr's frame. 
When fiercely blazed a living sluroud of flame, 
Hath the firm soul exulted; and the voice 
Raised the victorious hymn, and cried, rejoice! 
Aided by Him, though none the bed attend, 
Where me lone sufferer dies without a friend. 
He, whom the busy world shall miss no more 
Than, mom one dew drop from her countless store. 
Earth's most neglected child, with trusting heart, 
Called to the hope of glory shall depart. 
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BTJEIAL OF THE DEAD. 

I. Cor. XV. 26. — The laH enemy that shall be destroyed 
is death. 
* 

Death be not prond; though some have called thee 
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so ; 
For those whom thou think*st thou dost overthrow, 
Die not, poor Death — ^nor yet can*st thou kill me — 
From rest and sleep which but thy picture be. 
Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow. 
And soonest our best men with thee do go, 
Rest of their bones, and souls delivery — 
Thou'rt slave to fate, chance, kings and desp'rate 

men, 
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell; 
And poppy or cnarms can make us sleep as well 
And oetter than thy stroke. — ^Why swell'st thou 

then? 
One short sleep past we wake eternally. 
And death shall be no more — ^Death thou shalt die. 

Donne. 
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THANKSGIVING OF WOMEN AFTEE CHILDBIBTH, 

COMMONLY CALLED 

Ps. cxvi. 4, 5. — ^I found trouble and heayiness and 
I ctdled upon the name of the Lord: oh Lord I beseech 
Thee, deliver my soul. Gracious is the Lord and righte- 
ous ; yea, our God is merciful. 

The votary feels her temper move 
With all the tender violence of love ; 
And filled with blessings which allure to praise, 
. And raised by joy to soul enchanting lays, 
Thus thanks the Lord beneficently kind. 
In sweet efi^ions of the grateful mind. 
The child I sued for, God in bouijty gave, 
And what He granted, let Him now receive. 
All turns, their rising from the Lord derive, 
The Lord that kills, the Lord.that makes aHve; 
He brings by sickness down to gaping graves. 
And by restoring health, from ^okness saves; 
He makes the poor, by keeping back His store. 
And makes the rich, bv blessing men with more; 
He, sinking hearts witJi bitter grief annoys, 
Or lifts them, bounding with fimiVning joys. 
His mercy, still more wonderfully sweet. 
Shall guard the righteous, and uphold their feet 
While through the darkness of the wicked soul. 
Amazement, dread, and desperation roll. 

Burst forth my voice ; and in a godly flame 
For all His blessings laud His holy name; 
That e'er mine eyes saluted cheerfal day, 
A gift devoted in the womb I lay; 
Like Samuel vowed before my breath I drew, 
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Oh miglit I prove in life like Samnel too ! 
Oh praise the Lord, my soul, in one accord, 
Let all that is within me praise the Lord. 
Oh praise the Lord, my soul, and eyer strive 
To keejf the sweet remembrances alive; 
Still raise the kind affections of my heart, 
Baise every grateful word to bear a part; 
Witii every word the strains of love devise ; 
Awake thine harp, and thon thyself arise ; 
Then if His mercy be not half exprest, . 
Let wondering silence magnify the rest. 

Fabnell. 
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(!|jmrm!natton. 

Dbxtt. xxvii. 9y 10. — ^This day thou art become the 
people of the Lord thy Gk)d: Thou shalt therefore obey 
the voice of the Lord thy Crod^ and do His command- 
ments and His statutes, wnich I command thee this day. 

Oh why should man that bears the stamp of heaven 
So much abnse heaven's holy will and pleasure P 
Oh why were sense and reason to him given 
That in his sin cannot contain a measure, 
But still neglects his soul's celestial treasure? 
He knows he must account for every sin 
And yet committeth sins that countless bin.* 

This to consider, God, doth kill my soul. 
But that Thy mercy quickeneth it again; 
Oh hear me Lord in bitterness of dole, 
That of my sins do prostrate here complain, 
And for the same pour forth my tears amain. 

For I have lost Thy presence all my days, 
And stUl am shiok to seek Thee as 1 should; 
My wretched soul in wicked sin so stays 
I am unmeet to seek Thee though I would; 
I have so strayed from Thee by bye ways. 

I know the secret Searcher of all hearts 

Both sees and knows the deeds that I have done; 

And for each deed will pay me home with smarts ; 

No shew can shadow what I have misdone ; 

No place will serve His will decreed to shun. 

I should deceive mjself to think that He 

For sin would punish others and not me. 

•Are. 
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Our first-bom sire, beginner of mdn's thrall, 
For one base sin was of perfection refb; 
And all mankind was bfuiishedl>y his £b11 
From Paradise, and unto sorrow left;. 
And former comfort wa« from him bereft 
If he for one, and all for him feel pain, 
Then for so many, what shall I sustain? 

The angels made t' attend on God in glory. 
Were thrust from Heaven and only for one sin, 
Hmty but in thought (for so records the story), 
For which, they still in lasting darkness bin, 
And cannot sun's bright shining comfort win. 
If these once glorious thus tormented be, 
I, poor lost sheep, what will become of me ? 

What will become of me, that not in thought. 
In thought alone, but in each word and deed 
A thousand thousand deadly sins have wrought 
And still do work, whereat my heart doth bleed, 
Being by sin out of the Jight way led. 

With shame-sick Adam have I hid my head, 
Unparadised of my angel state; 
And from the presence of my Father fled, 
My soul sepultured in my body's hate. 

Oh seek me Christ, as onee Thy mercy sought 
Down fSEiUing David from Thy righteous laws; 
Oh seek Thine own, Thine own whom Thou hast 

bought. 
And keep me from the dragon's open jaws. 
Where sin betrays for every slender cause. 
For, from the treasure of Tny sacred side 
Thou paid'st the ransom of accursed pride. 

G. Ellis. 
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|P5j{r8 at ^ua. 

Thanksgiving after a Storm, 

They that go down to the sea in shipS) and occupy 
their business in^eat waters; these men see the works 
of the Lord and His wonders in the deep. 

Oh Power supreme I oh High above all height! 
Thou gav'st tne sun to shine, and Thou art light; 
Swiftly he moves, refulgent in Ms sphere 
And measures out the day, and ruling year. 
By Thy command, the moon as daylight fades 
Lifts her broad circle in the deep'nin^ shades, 
Arrayed in glory, and enthroned in li^ht, 
She breaks the solemn terrors of the night; 

A thousand stars 

O'er the deserts of the sky unfold 
Their burning spangles of sidereal gold. 

The Lord of nature formed the showery bow. 

Turned its gay arch, and bade its colours glow; 

He gives the fixrious whirlwind wings to fly, 

To rend the earth, and wheel along the sky; 

In circling eddies whirl'd it roars aloud. 

Drives wave on wave, and dashes cloud on cloud. 

Where'er it moves, it lays whole forests low, 

And at the blast, eternal mountain bow; 

He from aerial treasures downward pours 

Sheets of unsullied snow in lucid showers; 

He from loose vapours, with an icy chain 

Binds the round nail, and moulds the hardened rain. 
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When the seas rage, and lend the ocean roars, 
When foaming bilLows lash the sounding shores; 
If He in thunder bid the waves subside, 
The waves obedient sink upon the tide, 
A sudden peace controls the limpid deep. 
And the still waters in soft silence sleep. 
Then heaven sends down a golden streaming ray, 
And all the broad expanse glitters with day, 
They who adventurous plough the watery way, 
The dreadful wonders of the deep survey; 
Familiar with the storms, their sails unoind. 
Tempt the rough blast and bound before the wind; 
Now high they mount, now shoot into a vale, 
Now smooth meir cpurse and scud before the gale; 
There rolling monsters armed in scaly pride 
Koll in the billows, dash around the tide; 
There huge leviathan unweildy moves. 
And through the waves a living island roves. 

Lord, all the wonders of earth, sea, and air. 
Thy boundless wisdom and Thy power declare ; 
Thou, high in glory and in might serene, 
See'st and morst all, Thyself unmoved, unseen; 
Should men and angels join in songs to raise, 
A grateful tribute and a song of praise. 
Far, far, Thy glory woxdd their praise outshine. 
Though men and angels in the song should join. 

Bboo^ce. 
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Deacons. 

I. Tim. ill. 13. — Thej that have used the office of a 
deacon well, purchase to theniselyes a good degree, and 
greafboldness in the fSaith which is in Christ .lesus. 

I WOULD I were an excellent diyine 

That had the Bible at my fingers ends; 

That men might learn out of this mouth of mine, 

How God dotn make His enemies His Mends, 

Bather than with a thundering and long prayer, 

Be led into presumption or despair. 

This would I be and would none other be, 

But a religious servant of my God; 

To know there is none other God but He, 

And willingly to suffer mercy's rod ; 

Stay in His grace, and live but in His love. 

And seek my bliss but in the world above. 

And I would frame a kind of faithful prayer, 
For all estates within the state of grace; 
That careful love might never know despair. 
Nor servile fear might faithful love deface; 
And this, would I both day and night devise 
To make my spirit's humble exercise. 

And I would read the rules of sacred life. 

Persuade the troubled soul to patience ; 

To husband care, and comfort to the wife. 

To child and servant, due obedience; 

Faith to the friend, and to the neighbour peace. 

That love might live, and quarrels all mi^t cease. 

Pray for the health of all that are diseased. 
Confession unto all that are convicted. 
And patience unto aU that are displeased, 
And comfort unto all that are afflicted; ^ 
And mercy unto all that are offended. 
And grace to all — ^that all may be amfiiidfi^ 
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OKDU^ATION. 

Efh. It. 11. — ^And He gave some Apostles, and some 
Prophets, and some Evangelists, and some Pastors and 
Teachers ; for the perfecting of the Saints, for the work 
of the ministry; for the ed%ing of the hody of Christ, 
till wf all come in the imity of the fedth and of the know- 
ledge of the Son of God, unto a perfect man, unto the 
measure of the stature of the fullness of Christ. 

A GOOD man of religion 
That was the poor§ parson of a town, 
But rich he was of holy thought and work ; 
He was also a learned man, a clerk 
That Christ^s gospel truly would§ preach; 
"His parishens devoutly would he teach; 
Beni^ he was, and wonder diligent, 
And in adversity fall patient. 

He would given out of doubt 
Unto his poor§ parishens about, 
Of his offering and eke of his substance; 
He could in little thing have suffisance. 
Wide was his parish, and houses far asunder, 
But yet he left not for no rain or thunder 
In sickness and in mischief to visit 
The farthest in his parish much and lite, 
Upon his feet, and in his hand a staff; 
This noble example to his sheep he gave 
That first he wroi^ht and afterward he taught; 
Out of the Gospel he the word^s caught; 
And this figure he added yet thereto. 
That if gold rust what should the iron do? 
And if a priest be foul on whom we trust, 
Ko wonder is a simplie man to rust. 
And shame it is if mat a priest take keep 
To see an evil shepherd and clean sheep: 
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Well ought a priest example for to give 
By his cleanness how his sheep shomd live. 
He lett§ not his benefice to hire 
And left; his sheep encumbred in the mire, 
But dwelt at home and kept^ well his fold ; 
So that the woK ne made it not miscarry; 
He was a shepherd and no mercenary. 
And though he holy was and virtuous, 
He was to sinful men not dispitous, 
Nor of speech§ dangerous ne di^e, 
But in his teaching discreet and benigne, 
To drawen folk to heaven with f airiness, 
And good ensample was his business; 
But yet were any person obstinate 
Though an he were of high or low estate, 
Him would he snubber. 
He waited for no pomp or reverence, 
!Nor mak§d him a spiced conscience; 
But Christ^s love and His Apostles twelve 
He taught, but first he followed it himselve. 

Chattces. 



The pastors good, that do glad tidings preach. 
The godlv sort with reverence embrace; 
Though mey be men, yet since God's word they 

teach, 
We honour them and give them highest place. 
Ambassadors of princes of the earth 
Have royal seats, though base ihey be of birth. 
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OEDINATION. 



Acts zx. 28.— Take heed therefoie unto yourselyefi, 
and to all the flock, oyer which the Holy uhost hath 
made you overseers, to feed the Church oi God, which 
he ham purchased with his own hlood. 

Holiness on the head, 

Light and perfection on the bToast, 

Harmonious bells below, raising the dead, 

To lead them into life and rest, 

Thus are true Aarons drest. 

Christ is my only head. 

My only heart and breast; 

My only music; striking me e'en dead 

That to the old man I may rest, 

And be in Him new drest. 

So holy is my head 

Perfect and light is my dear breast, 

My doctrine tuned by Christ who is not dead, 

But lives in me while I do rest. 

Or, HfrbKHT. 
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Ps. CYii. 1. — Oh give thanks to the Lord,, for He is 
gracious and His mercy endureth for ever. 

Best happy land awhile; ah longer so, 
Didst thou thine happiness sincerely know! 
But soon thy quiet with thy goodness past, 
And in the song alone, ohtained to last! 
Rise song triumphant! live in fair record. 
And teach succeeding times to fear the Lord; 
For fancy moves by bright examples wooed, ^ 
And wins the mind with images of good. 

Let ail the clouds of grief impending He, 
And storms of trouble drive along the sky. 
Then, humble piety thine accents raise, 
For prayer wiU prove the powerful charm of ease. 
Lo, now my soul has spoke its best desires. 
And blessings answer what the prayer requires. 

Before thy sighs the clouds of grief retreat, 
The storms of trouble by thy tears abate, 
And native glory from her upper sphere, 
Looks down, and glitters in relented air. 
Rise lovely piety, with pomp appear, 
And thou kind mercy, send thy chariot here; 
On either side fair fame and honour place, 
Behind, let Plenty walk in hand with Peace; 
While irreligion, uttering horrid sound. 
And fierce and proud oppression backward bound. 
Now come ye thousands, and more thousands yet, 
With order join to fill the train of state; 
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The tender heart of yearning mercy bums, 

Love asks a blessing, and the Lord retains; 

In His great name that Heaven and Earth has made, 

In His great name alone we find onr aid, 

Then bless this name, and let the world adore. 

From this time forward, and for eyer more. 

Pabitell. 
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(Ja3X. 30.) 



Ez. xii. 19. — ^They shall eat their bread with carefdl- 
ness, and drink their water with astonishment, that her 
land may be desolate from all that is therein, because of 
the violence of all them that dwell therein. 



Unhappy Isle! no ship of thine at sea 

Was ever torn and tossed like thee. 

What did thy foolish j^ilots all, 

To lay the compass quite aside. 

Without a law or rale to fiedl, 

And rather take the wind than heaven for guide. 

Yet mighty God! yet, yet we humbly crave. 

This floating isle from shipwreck save; 

And though to wash the blood which it did stain. 

It well deserved to sink into the main; 

Yet for the royal Martyr's prayer. 

This gnilty perishing vessel spare. 

Oh gracious GFod, let never more Thine hand, 

Lift such a rod against our land, 

A tyrant is a rod, and serpent too, 

And brings worse plagues than Egypt ever knew. 

What rivers stained with blood have been! 

What storm and ball shot then were seen. 

Bather come plagues than this again should be! 
Come sink us ramer in the sea; 
Come rather pestilence and reap us down; 
Come God's sword rather than our own. 



4 
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If by our sins God's fearful yengeance be 
Called to the last extremilTp', 
Let some deiioimciiig Jonah, first be sent 
To prove if England can repent. 

COWLET. 
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KING CHARLES THE MABTYE. 
(Jan. 30.) 

Fs. is. 16. — ^The Lord is known to execute judgment. 

He that ere while sat firmly on the throne, 
And all did homage unto him alone, 
From stair to stair (now helpless^ tomhle down 
With scarce a pillar to support tne crown. 
My sonl he not dejected! would'st thou he 
Erom present trouhle or &om danger free, 
Trust not in rampires nor in strength of walls, 
The town that stands to day, to-mOrrow &lls; 
Trust not in soldiers though they seem so stout, 
Where sin[s within, Tain is defence without. 
Trust not in counsel, potentates or kings. 
All are hut vain and transitory things; 
Trust thou in God; seek Him with prayers still ; 
Be sure of help^for He hoth can, and wilL 

Bboohe. 
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^^storatuin nf the Itogat 43imlg* 

(Mat 29.) 

I. Pet. ii. 13. — Submit jrourselves to every ordinaiioe 
of man for the Lord*8 sake': whether it be to the Idng, as 
supreme : or unto governors, as unto them that are aent 
by him for the punishment of evil doers, and for the 
praise of them that do well. 

God sets the princdv crown 
On heads of kings, who then may tale it down? 
jSo jnster quarrel or more noble fight 
Than to maintain where God hath given a light; 
There's no despair of conquest in that war 
"Where God's me leader; policy's no bar 
To TTia designs: no power can withstand 
His high e^q^oits, within whose mighty hand 
Are all the comers of the earth; the hills 
His fensiye bulwarks are, which when He wflls. 
His lesser breath can bandy up and down. 
And crush the world. • 
Where Heaven's the leader, Heaven must win llie 

day; 
God reaps His honour hence; that combaf s safe 
Where He's the combattent. 
Bighf s not impaired with weakness, but porevaals 
In spite of strength, when strength or power faa\B ; 
rrau is the trust reposed in troops of horse, 
Truth in a handfdl finds a greater force. 
Lord, mail my heart with raith, and be my shield, 
And if a world confront me, 111 not yeQd. 

Tbjlscis Qttabixs. 
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I. Tim. ii. 1 — 3. — ^I exhort that first of all, supplica- 
tions, prayers, intercessions, and giving of thanks, be 
made for all men; for kings, and for all that are in au- 
thority: that we may lead a quiet and peaceable life, in 
all godliness and honesty; for this is good and accept- 
able unto God our Sayiour. 

Oh! gracious Maker, on whose smiles or frowns 
Depends the fate of sceptres and of crowns, 
WTiose hand, not only holds the heart of kings, 
But all their steps are shadowed by Thy wings, 
To Thee, immortal thanks. 

SiE J. Beaumont. 



Thoit, land, attend; the case of Israel see, 
It will at large refer to God and thee. 
If love be shewn thee, turn thine eyes above, 
And pay the duties relative to love; 
K power be shewn, and wonderfully so, 
Wonder and thank, adore and bow below; 
If power that led thee, now no longer lead. 
But brow-bent Justice draws the flamiTig blade, 
When love is scorned, when sin the sword provokes. 
Let tears and prayers avert or heal the strokes ; 
K Justice leaves to wound, and thou to groan 
Beneath new loads, in countries not thine own, 
Know this for Mercy's act, and let your lays 
Grateful in all, recount the cause of praise; 
Then love returns, and while no sins divide 
The firm alliance, Power will shield your side. 
See the grand round of Providence's care, 
See realms assisted here and punished there; 
O'er the iust circle cast thy wond'ring eyes. 
Think while you gaze, and study to be wise 

Paeitell. 
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ACCESSION OF THE SOVEREIGN. 

Fs. Ixxxiv. 9. — ^Behold, oh God, our defender, and 
look upon the face of Thine anointed. 

Ps. uudi. 7. — ^In his time let the righteous flourish, 
and let peace he in all our horders. 

God gives not kings the style of gods in vain, 
For on the throne, His sceptre they do sway; 
And as their subjects ought them to obey, 
So kings shonld serve and fear their Goa again. 

If then ye wonld enjoy a happy reign. 
Observe the statutes of our heavenly king; 
And from His laws make all your 'laws to spring, 
Since His lieutenant here you should remain. 

Reward the just, be stedfast, true, and plain, 
Repress the proud, maintaining aye the right/ 
Walk always so as ever in His sight, 
Who guards the godly, plaguing the profane, 
And so you shall in princely virtues shine, 
Following aright your mighty Xing divine. 

James I. 
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iliatms:iuslied In afterlife. Biio illod 1B35. The soloctiDaB 

from hur pooniB ore tit — 
The Jlpiphtiny. 
Third Sunday after EatUr, 
Tuxaty-Jirst Sunday afitr Trinity. 

BABKE3.— Son of Dr. BJcli. Bunee, Bishop of Durhnm. Bom 
1660. Of BrftKcnoae College, Oiford, Ha asaiated in B military 
ciueditiun into Normandy to aid tliD Ein^ of Fr^co about 
159S, in which year he published hia " Divine Century of 
Spiritual Bonnets." EKtracla from Uiom are at — 

Tht Epiplmny. 

The Second Simday afiir Epiphany. 

D-inily Stindav. 

St. Aruirtui' i hay. 

' Hib^tliiaTolaiiiflliiubfwn printed, DltlHtiani MTU bHgiiiF^llffl;EjuttiU 
Eencu)bjpi]iaiuw&i«op^il«lAHarttaTafHlil|^^nFd,uiMhjul tbG^%a» 
nil la detail the TOHUvbLdi^nl^anicfdHdi Hi«e1i(nij bat '"-*— 
sd Iv '' Plpo or lain. 
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BEAUMONT. — ^This ancient fieanilj have at one time or other 
laid daim to a descent from the longs of Eneland and France, 
and bear in their arms lions and flears-de-lyB : but they are 
most illustrioiis for genius and talent, which in tbe sixteenth 
and seventeenth centuries seemed almost a prescriptiye li^ht 
attached to the name. There were Francis, the Dramatist, 
and two others of the same christian name. Sir John, author 
of *' Bosworth Field," and other poems, bom 1582, and Jo- 
seph, Master of the Charterhouse. Selections from the two 
last-named are at — 

The First Sunday in Lent 
St, Philip and St. Jame^s Lay, 
Accession of the Sovereign, 

BLAIR. — A minister of the Scottish church, bom 1G99. 13j& 
career was in the time of peace which succeeded the Bevolu- 
tion, and he died the year after the last fatal blow to the 
Stuart family, at the battie of Gulloden. >< The Qrave," 
the sole poem by this author, has furnished an extract, which 
is at — 

The Burial of the Dead, 

BOYSE, Samxtel. — ^Bom 1708. A melancholy instance of the 
insufficiency of talent and knowledge to purify the heart or 
to influence the conduct. From his poem *' Deity," an ex- 
tract is chosen for — 

The First Sunday after Easier, 

BBETON, Sm Nicholas. — A poet of some eminence in the 
reign of Queen Elizabeth. The titles of his works partake of 
tile quaint conceit of the time. These are among them: — 
^ ' A small handfal of Fragrant Flowers taken out ofthe lovely 
Garden of sacred Scriptures," — " An excellent Poem upon 
the longing of a blessed Heart, &c." — " The SoiU's im- 
mortal Grown," from which selectioiis are at — 

The Third Sunday after the Epiphany, 
77ie First Sunday after 2Vm%. 
' Qm^mation, 
Ordination, 

BBOOME, The Bev. William.— Bom in Cheshiro. Of Saint 
John's College, Oxford, an acquaintance of Pope, and his aa- 
sifltant inthe tr«DBlBiti.on.of the ** Odyssey," of wiiich he con- 
tributed eight \)Ookfi, coi^ oQiV ^^'^qX^. Yi^eolted by Lord 



BBOOME, Bey. WiLLiAMr-eontinued, 
Comwaflis to the living of Oakley Magna, in Suffolk. Died 
1745. Selections fromnis works are at — 

. St.SmanandStJude^sDoff. 
JPrayers at Sea, 
King Charles the Martyr, 

BBOWNE, Sm Thomas.— Bom 1605. Of Broadgate (now 
Pembroke College, Oxford). After some travels ne settled 
at Norwich as PhyBician. During the years of the qivil war 
he was employed in scientific and antiquarian researches. 
His work, " iji Enquiry into Vulgar Errors," was published 
in 1646, which obtained immediate celebrity. He died after 
a long and industrious life in 1682. A specimen from his 
writings is at — 

JEvening, 

GHAXJCEB, GEOFFET.^The fiEither of English poetry, an or- 
nament in the brilliant court of Edward III. ; patronised by 
John of Gkiunt. Died 1400. Specimens from nis verses are 
at the — 

The Annunciation, ' 

St. Marias Lay, , 

St. Luk^s Lay, 

Ordination, 

CLEVELAin). — Son of a clergyman. Bom at Loughborough. 
1618. Of Christ's College, Cambridge. He joined the Boyal 
army during the civil war, and wrote satires which were of 
service to his cause. He did not live to see the restorHtion 
of the monarchy; he died in 1659. The selection from hiB 
works is at — 

The TumUy-tMrd Sunday after Trintty, 

COWLEY, Abraham.— Bom 1618. Son of a grocer, a rhymer 
in his cnildhood. Educated at Westminster, obtained a scho- 
larship at Cambridge, and thence elected in 1643, for royalist 
principles: secretary to Lord St. Albans, and employed for 
ten years in various confidential employments. At the end of 
that period, thiuking the government of the country settled, 
he returned and lived peaceably, for which he was suspected 
at the Bestoration of msloyal^. The Duke of Buckingham 
obtained for him a pension of 200/. a-year : his latter days were 
spent at Chertsey. The selections m>m his works are at— 

Oood Friday, Easter Lay. 

King Chartee the Martyr, 
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COWPER, William.— Bom 1731. Hjb tender and aensltiye 
mind unfitted him for active life: he devoted himself to 
literary pursuits, residing with Mends who valued and loved 
him; in the latter part of his life he was afflicted with de- 

f>re88ion, which clouded his intellects. He died in 1800. Se- 
ections from his works are at — 

The Fourth Sunday in Lent. 
Tuesday before Eaeter, 
The Seventh Sunday after Trinity. 
The Eighteenth Sunday after Trinity, 

CRASHAW.— Author of " Steps to the Tenmle " and other 
Poems, written during the reign of Charles 1. Of Pembroke 
College. Oxford, afterwards fellow of Peterhouse, Cambridge. 
In 1646, he was at Paris and in want, and relieved bynis 
fellow poet, Cowley. He died at Loretto in 1650, having be- 
come a member of the Bomidi church. Selections from this 
author are at — 

The Fourth Sunday in Advent, 
Sunday after Christmas Bay, 
The Chreumcision. 
Easter Eve. 
Easter Lay. 

DANIEL, Samuel.— Bom 1662. Of Magdelen Hall, Oxford. 
Tutor to Lady Ann Clifford, afterwards Countess of Pembroke. 
Groom of the Chamber to Queen Elizabeth. Before his death 
he tried the pleasures of a country life and farm. The selec- 
tion from this author is at — 

St. Philip and St. Jame^s Day, 

DAVIES, Sm John. — Son of a wealthy farmer in "Wiltshire. 
Bom 1570. Educated at Oxford, practised as a barrister, 
afterwards a judge. The selection m>m this author ftaken 
^m his poem " On the immortality of the Soul," published 
in 1599) IS at — 

The Ikventy-fourth Sunday after THnity, 

DAYEESj John, of Hereford. — So called to distinguish him 
from Sir John Davies, with whom he was contemporary, au- 
thor of *^ Microcosmos," and other poems. A selectioii from 
his works is at — 

Tuesday before Easter. 
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DELACJNE.—There is a Delaune mentioned in Neal's " His- 
tory of the Puritans/* who, in consequence of a work en- 
titled "A Plea for the Nonconformists," was committed to 
Newgate, and sentenced to pay a fine, for which he had not 
finances, and remained in pnson till his death. To this 
name belongs the selection at the — 

The First Sunday in Lent, 

DENHAM, Sir John.— Son of the Chief Baron of the Irish 
Exchequer, bom 1615. A royalist during the civil war, some 
time Lieutenant Governor of Famham CasUe; ambassador 
to Poland for Charles n. during his exile. The selection in 
this work is from a translation of an old Italian author, and 
is at — 

St. Jamet^a Day. 

DONNE, Dr. John.— Bom 1573. The life of this divine, by 
Isaac Walton, is so well known, that no detail is necessary 
elsewhere. The story of his early love, and sufferings on 
account of his secret marriage, give a romantic interest to his 
life. Chaplain to James I. Selections from his writings are 
at — 

Whitsunday. 

The Fifteenth Sunday after Trinity. 

Burial of the Dead, 

DRUMMOND, William, of Hawthomden.— Bom 1615. Son 
of Sir William Drummond ; educated for the bar, but on his 
father's death he retired to his paternal estate, and devoted 
himself to literarv pursuits. The bride whom he had chosen 
died on the eve or marriage. To soothe his mind Drummond 
travelled for some years, and then chose a wife whose 
fancied resemblance to his first love was her chief attraction. 
His days were probably shortened by grief for the death of 
Charles I., to whose party he was strongly attached. Se- 
lections from his poems are at — 

The Innocents Day. 

The Sixth Sunday after the Epiphany. 

The Second Sunday in Lent. 

Easter Tuesday. 

Ascension Day, 

The Seventh Sunday after Trinity. 

The Ekventh Sunday after JYinity, 

St. Marias Day. 

St. Michael and aU Angels, 
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DRTDEN, JoHK.-^Bom 1611. Educated at Westminster, and 
of Trinity College, Cambridge. Considered one of the great 
poets of England; wrote verses on the death of Cromwell, 
and ** Astrea Redux," to commemorate the restoration of the 
monarchy. Married I^dy E« Howard, daughter of the Earl 
of Berkshire ; succeeded Sir W. Demenant, as Poet Laureate, 
also Historiographer royaJ. He Myed to see the expulsion of 
the Stuart ffmiily. whom he had celebrated in annual odes, 
and died 1700. A selection from his poems is at — 

Monday in Whitsun Week. 

DUNBAR, William.— Bom in 1465, at Saltoun, in East Lo- 
thian. A travelling noviciate of the Franciscan order, in 
which character he visited several parts of England and 
France. In his earlier poems he frequently addressed the 
King, and appears to have hoped that his merit might secure 
advancement; but he lived in troubled times, and it is not 
wonderful, that ftPter travelling in England, devastated by 
the wars of the Roses, and France under the rule of Louis XI. 
he should court retirement in his own country. Selections 
from his works are at— 

Christmas Day. 
Easter Day, 

ELLIS. — ^Author of a rare poem entitled *' The Lamentation of 
a Lost Sheep," a selection from which is given at — 

The Commination Service, 

FENTON, EuAJS. — He intended to have taken holy orders, but 
was unable, ias he refused to take the oath of alle|;iance to 
William HI. He maintained himself by tidtion. Died 1730. 
A selection frt>m his poems is at — 

8t, Simon's and SU Jud^s Day, 

FLETCHER. — ^Was a name that almost rivals that of Beau- 
mont in the number of celebrated j^ersons who have bourne 
it, and is indissolubly united with it in the person of John, 
the Dramatist. Giles and Phineas, the authors whose verses 



are selected for this work, were the sons of Dr. Giles Fletcher, 
who was Queen Elizabeth's ambassador to Russia ; both edu- 
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TLETCB-ER.— continued: 
and died about the period of the Eestoration. The specimens 
of their verses are at — 

T/ie Finst Sunday after the Epipliany. 

Septuaaesima. 

TJie Tnird Sunday in Lent. 

Monday before JEaeter. 

Good ri^iday. 

The Second Sunday after Tnnity, 

TJte Sixth Sunday after Trinity. 

St. Thomases Day. 

St. Matthias's Lay. 

GASCOIGNE^ George. — Served in the wars in the LowCoun- 
tiies, and died 1577. A selection fi'om his poems is at — 

Morning. 
• » 

GRANT. — I believe the late Lord Glenelg is the author of tl^ 
Hymn which is at — 

St. Matthias's Day. 

GREVILLE, FuLKE, Lord Brooke.— Borti 1554, died 1628. 
His lot was cast in the most brilliant days of English litera- 
ture ; he was fostered in the full sunlight, being early intro- 
duced to the court of Elizabeth, and distinguished by that 
discriminating and learned Queen. She entrusted hiin with 
several important employments, but did not assist his am- 
bition for military distinction. James I. created him Lord 
Brooke. His career of usefulness was cut short by one of his 
retainers, who murdered him. Specimens of his poems are 
at— 

The Thirteenth Sunday after Trinity. 
. TJie Fourteenth Swiday after Trinity. 

HABINGTON, William.— Bom 1605. Educated in France. 
Distinguished for his knowledge of historj' by Charles I., at 
whose desire he wrote ** Observations on History," and a 
" History of Edward IV." He lived to see realised some of 
the miseries which he had described, in the civil war, and to 
mourn his royal master. A specimen of his poetry is at — 

All Saints' Day. 

HALL, Bp. — Bom 1574. Of Emmanuel College, Cambridge, one 
of the divines sent as English deputies to the Synod of Dtrt. 
He wrote in defence of Episcopacy, and joined the protest 
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HALL, Bp. — continued. 
made by the bishops against all laws enacted during their 
forced absence from paniament. Imprisoned in the Tower, 
and during the rest of his life snfifered from porerty. He 
died in 1^6,when he must have supposed the government 
to be lastingly established under a rrotector. A spedmen 
of his verse is at — 

The Second Sunday in Lent, 

HARTE. Walter.— Borii about 1700. Of St. Mary Hall, Ox- 
fordj 01 which college he was afterwards Principal. An ao- 
quamtance of Pope, who is said to have occasiaDiuly corrected 
his verses. Selections from them are at — 

The Second Sunday after the ^tiphany. 
The Third Sunday after Trinity, 

HEMANS, Felicia. — The most celebrated poetess of the pre- 
sent century. Highly gifted and accomplished^ too seiuative 
to contend with the stem realities of life, she lived to oiharm, 
to feel, and to illustrate the infelicity of genius, and died at 
a comparatively early age. Selections from her works are 
at— 

T?ie Annunciation. 

Solemnization of Matrimony. 

Burial of the Bead. 

HENRTSON,— A poet of the 15th century ; said to have been 
a schoolmaster at Dunfermliug. A specimen of his writings 
is at — 

The Second Swnda/y after Easter. 

HERBERT, George.— Brother to the celebrated Lord Herbert 
ofCherbury. Bom 1593. Of Trinity College, Cambridge : a 
divine of the English church. His poems, which had an un- 
exampled popularity in the century when they were pub- 
lishea, and almost forgotten in the next, are now valued by 
many a pious heart. Selections from them appear at — 

Sunday. 

The Second Stmday in Advetit. 

Christmas Day. 

Ash Wednesday. 

Good Friday. 

Easter Bay. 

The Seventh Sunday after Trinity, 

Commination. ' Ordination, 
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HERBICK.— Bom 1591. Of St. John's GollBge, Oxford; pa- 
' teoniaed by the Earl of Essex. Ejected from- his living^ of 
Dean Prior, in Devonshire, for royalist principka. He re- 
tired to London^ and lived beyond the time of tne restoration. 
Selections from his verses are at — 

I%e Third Suofiday. u% Zmt. 
Wednesday hefore Easter, 
Thursday befire Easter, 
JSLSwkmoitdSUJud^sJkty. 

HICEES, GiBOBOB.— Bom at the time vhen the dvil var raged 
between Charles I. and the Farliam^ent. His colUige. career 
appears to have partaken of the unsettled nature oltke time. 
Of St. John's College, Oxford, then of Magdalen, naxt of 
Magdalen HalL and afterwards Fellow of liocohi. Dean of 
Worcester in 1688, and refused to take the oath of allegiance 
to William m. ; for which he was deprived. He narticinated 
in the more, active measure of the non-jurors, and was titular 
Bishop of Thetford.. Ha survived to sea tiie establishment on 
the throne of the Brunawiek fEuoily, and the defeat of the 
Stuarts in 1715. Specimens of hia vexae are air— 

Sunday. 

The TufOftk Sunday afier Tnniiy, 

St. Andreufs Day. 

HOBNE, George.— Unlike the foregoing author, lived in 
peacefulprosperous times, had a course of gradual advance- 
ment. Bom 1792. Of Universitj CoD^, Oxford: aflier- 
wards Principal of Ms^;delen, and Yice-Chanoellor. JDtoan of 
Canterbury, and Bishop of Korwieh. A specimen of his 
writings is at — 

The Twentieth Smday e^ Tnmty, 

JAMES I. OF ENOi.A]ffD.<*~Altheu||^ a sdiolar and an author, 
did not write much that would interest at tha present dav ; 
but the selection which appears in this volume, cannot oe 
read throughout without e^proval and pl^sure. It is at — 

The Accession af the Sapereigiin, 

JEBB, Late Bp. of Limebick. — ^A prelate of eminent piety. 
His life was uniform; passed in me £scharge of pastoral, 
and afterwards of episco^ dntirn : mudi belovea by his 
friends^ A specimen of his verse is at— 
2%s Visitaiim of the Siek. 
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JEWSBUBT, Miss.— One of those ladles whose talents and 
virtues ornament this century. Her lot in life was to enter 
on the arduous duties of a missionary's wife ; in the perform- 
ance of which she died ahroad. A specimen of her poetry is 
at — 

The Second Sunday after Easter. 

JONSON^ Ben. — ^The irregular features displayed in the por- 
trait or this poet, with which many must he lamiliar, might 
serve as an index to his unregulated genius, and the change- 
able pursuits which characterised his career. The son of a 
clerrjTnan ; his education impeded by enforced labour with 
the bricklayer whom his mother had married after his 
father's death ; then a soldier in the Netherlands, distin- 
guished for courage ; next, a student at ,8t. John's College, 
Cambridge ; too poor to continue this coiu^, he became a 
player and dramatic writer; an acquaintance of Shakspeare; 

Sartner with Chapman and Marston in writing a comedy. 
TL the accession of James I., entrusted with uie manage- 
ment of a pageant for his welcome, in which he succeeded 
so well, that ne arranged the masques and entertainments 
at Court, and became poet laureate, yet always poor. Bom 
1574 ; died 1637. Selections from his writings are at — 

Christmas Bay. 

Trinity Sunday, 

The 2mth Sunday after Trinity, 

KEN', THOJtfAS, Bishop of Bath and Wells. — One of the seven 
Bishops sent by James II. to the Tower, and one of those 
who would not transfer their allegiance at the Revolution. 
Deprived, in consequence, of his bishoprick, he lived in re- 
tirement, keeping aloof (as far as was consistent with the 
avowal of his principles) from all opposition to the govern- 
ment. He resided chiefly at Lord Bath's house. Died in 
K^IO. Selections from his writings are at — 

Thursday before Easter, 

The Third Sunday after Easter. 

The Third Sunday after Trinity. 

The Twelfth Sunday after Trinity. 

Baptism. 

KING-, Henry, Bishop of Chichester. — Bom 1591. The usual 
career of a bishop in those days ; deprivation and suffering 
during the civil wars, and reinstatement at the Bestoration. 
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SING, Henry — continued, • / 
He wrote elegies on the deaths of Sir W. Baleigh, Prince 
Henry, Dr. Donne, Ben Jonson, and Gustainis Adolphus, in 
which he designate these celebrated men as his Mends. A 
selection from his works is at— 

TJie Third Sunday in Advent 

LEVEE. — A poet of the 16th century, who wrote " Queen 
Elizabeth's Tears, or the resolute bearing tiie Christian 
Cross,'' and '^The Crucifix." A specimen of the verse is 
at — 

I%e Third Sunday after the Bpiphcmy, 

LOGAN, John. — ^lived in the peaceful interval between the 
last efforts in favour of the Stuarts, and the excitement con- 
sequent on the French Revolution, and he appears to have 
)assed an uneventful life. Born in 1748 ; educated at Edin- 
)ur^h ; ordained minister in 1770; died in Lcmdon 1788. Se- 
: ections from his writings are at — 

The Fourth Su/nday in Lent, 
Communion of the Sick. 

MALLET. — Of a Scotch fiEunily, whose name was properly 
Malloch. Bom 1706. Secretary to Frederick, Prince of 
"Wales. A short specimen of his verse is at — 

The Fifth Sunday after Trinity, 

MARKHAM, John. — A poet of the 17th century, who pub- 
lished in 1600. " The Tears of the Beloved ; or, the Lament- 
ation of St. Jonn concerning the Death and Passion of Christ 
Jesus our Saviour." A specimen of his verse is at — 

St. Matthias^ 8 Day. 

MARVELLj Andrew. — Son of a clergyman at Hull. Bom 
1620. His father being accidentally drowned while accom- 
panying a young couple down the Humber, to the church 
where he was to unite them, the parents of the imfortunate 
bride (who al^ perished) befriended Andrew, and sent him 
to Cambridge. Me was afterwards secretary to Milton. Se- 
lections frt)m his works are at — 

The Fourth Sunday ^ter Faster, 

The Twenty-fourth Sunday after THnity, 
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MILTON. John.— The great poet of ^^VnoBSam loBt,** wliMft 
it n oiuj neotsasry to jmme, Seleetlons from Ms ynfgk» tre 
at — 
' Cbriiham Da^. 

The Oireumeiaion. 

Ecuter Monday, 

The First Sunday after JSaster, 

The Fourth Sunday after JEaeter. 

Whitsunday, 

The Fifteenth Sunday after IHmiy. 

The Seventeenth Sunday after IHnitff. 

The Twenty-Jiret Sunday after Trinity, 

8*, JeAm Saptisfs Day, 

St, Barthohmeufe Day, 

]!C0NT60M£BIBy .^u&ANDiEa.— An andent Scottish poet. 
SeleetiaDs from whose woito are at — 

The SiximUh Sunday after I^emiiy. 
The Jfineteenth Sunday after TrinHy. 

MONTGOMEEY, JAMBS.—Author of " The World before the 
Flood.'' '' The Pelican liilsid," and oiheF wcnrks. SelectLons 
irom his works are at — 

The Innocentf^ Day, 

She Sixteenth Sunday after J^rimty, 

MOEE, Db. HBNBT.—Boni 16U. He spent the chief part of 
his inoffensive and very studious life at Cambridge, refusing 
several offered preferments; Mend of Gudwortii, and corre- 
spondent of Descartes. An extract from his poems is at — 

7^ Twenty-second Sunday after IHnity, 

KQEEUSy JoHsr.— An English diviiie ; from whose works ia a 
specimen. eA — 

St. James* s Day, 

PAENELL, Thomas.— Bom 1697. He inherited an estate in 
Ireland, and placed above want, exercised his talents only 
for the amusement of society; a melancholy example to 
prove the worthlessless of accomplishments unregulated by 
religious principle. Specimens from his writings are at — 

The Sixth Sunday after the Epiphany, 
Solemnization of Matrimony. 
Thanksgiving after Childbirth, 
November F^h, 
Aeeesskn of the Sovereign, 

]. _ : — 
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POLLO£. — ^A young poet of great promise in the present cen- 
tury ; he died at an early age. A speciinen of hie yerses is 
at — 

All Saints' Bay, 

PQETEUS, Bp. of London. — ^Known as the author of Sermons 
and Lectures, and eminent for his efforts to reanimate religious 
feeUxig in England. A epecimen of his verae is at — 

Sexa^ewma, 

PRIOR, Matthew. — Bom ld64. Nephew of a tavern keeper 
near Charing Gross, and sent at the expense of l^e Earl of 
Dorset to Cambridge, indebted to the same nobleman for the 
first step which led his way to a long residence in courts : 
by his influence appointed secretary to Lord Berkeley, am- 
bassador at the Hague. Thus he became known to Wil- 
liam HE., who gave him several offices. In Anne's time he 
was ambassador at Paris. With Greorge I. he lost edl favour 
and was imprisoned. When released, the sale of his poems 
afforded him a competence. The specimen of his writu^ is 
at— 

Ash Wednesday, 

QTJABLES, Francis.— Bom 1592. Of Christ's College, Cam- 
bridge. Secretary to Archbishop TJssher; but during the 
civil war obliged to fly from England, where his attachment to 
the Sing was the cause of many troubles. Anxieties for his 
domestic colony of eighteen children must have ]^ressed 
heavily on him, and it is said that the plunder of his pro- 
perty, especially his library, hastened his death in ledS. 
One of his flons, John Quarles, was also a poet. Specimens 
from these two authors are at^ 

Ths Fifth Sunday after the JEpwhany, 
The Twentieth Sunday ^fter Trinity. 
Restoration of the JRoyal Family. 

RALEIGrH, Sot Wai;i:br.— Bom 1552. Of Oriel College, Ox- 
ford. A name eminent, whether peat qualities, brilliant 
taknt, stranee adventure, or the mstabijlty of fortune, be 
considered Mne elegant courtier of Queen Elizabeth) tiie dis- 
coverer of Virginia, the wanderer in South America, the in- 
troducer of the potatoe, the author of learned works^ the 
victim of powerful enemies. Beheaded 1617. A specimen 
of his verse is at — 

The Fbwrth Sunday after Trinity. 
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RANDOLPH, ThoIiar.— Bom 1605 ; acquired great reputa- 
tion for talent and learning : died 162o. Lines singulaTiy 
appropriate for one whose career was so brief, are cited in 
tnis volume at — 

The Fourth Sunday after the Epiphany, 
The Fifth Stwday after Easter. 

ROSCOE.— I believe the author of the " Life of Lorenzo di 
Medieis/' was the writer of the lines to which this name is 
attached, at — 

The Conversion of St. Fattl. 

SANDYS, George. — The youngest son of Edwin Sandys, 
Archbishop of York. Bom 1577. Of St. Mary HaU, Ox- 
ford. A traveller into Palestine and other parts of the East. 
Died 1643. Selections from his sacred poems are at — 

. Easter Eve. 
The Ninth Sunday after Trinity. 

SIDNEY, Sir Philip.— Bom 1554 : killed at Zutphen. In 
his meteor -like career, short, brilliant, and admired, he 
seemed to taste of all worldly honour and glory^ and to be 
taken from them before he had proved their mstabUity. 
Th* friend of Fulke Greville, of Spenser, and of many of the 
ornaments in Queen Elizabeth's Court. The selection, from 
his poetry is at — 

TJie Fou/rteenth Sunday after Trinity. 

SMART, Christopher. —Bom 1722. Of Pembroke HaU, 
Cambridge, where he obtained the Seatonian jjrize for poetry 
several tmies. Died 1771. Selections from his verses are at 
the— 

Nineteenth Sunday after Trinity. 
Visitation of tlie Sick. 

SOUTHEY, Robert. — Early observant of the evils, and in- 
equalities which are to be found in civilised life, he formed a 
plan to relieve himself from them by emigration^ but the 
project failinjg, he devoted himsef to hterary pursuits. Died 
. A specimen of his, verses is at — 

Septuagesima Sunday, 

SPENSER, EDMuko. — ^Bom about 1553. Educated at Cam- 
bridge. He retired into the North, and wrote his ** Shep- 
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hi^d* 8 Calendar," iirhich recommended him to fhe notice of 
Sir P. Sidney. Employed by Lord Leicester in various com- 
misfflons abroad. Secretary to Lord Grey de Wiltjon, whom 
he accompanied to Ireland, la 1586 he obtained a grant of 
3000 acres in the coiinty of Cork, where he resided 11 years, 
and composed his "Faery Queen." His sojour^ came to a 
melancholy conclusion, by an attack bv the wild Irish, who 
burnt his house and murdered his cnild.«. He died about 
1599. Selections from his works are at — 

The Sunday next before Hosier, 

faster Day. 

The Second Sunday after Trinity. 

The Third Sunday after Trinity. 

The Twenty-second Sunday after THntty, 

St. Matthew* 8 Day. 

STIRLING, "William Alexander, Earl of. — Bom 1680. 
Early distinguished for classical proficiency, and therefore 
patronised by J^mes I,, who made him large grants of land 
in America. Favourea also by Charles I., who created him 
Viscount, and afterwj^ds Earl. . H^ died before the reverses 
of civil war had brought mise]^ on the fam^y who had so 
much befriended him. Selections from his poems are at — 

The Sixth Sunday after t?ie JEpwhany. 
The Seventeenth Sunday after Trinity. 

TAYLOR, jERE3HY.-r-0ne of the sufferers during the civil war, 
for his leaning to tJ^e King's side, and, partly supported by 
John Evelyn in the time of his poverty, sa^o. partly l^y his 
efforts as a schoolmaster. After the Restoration, the Bishop- 
ric of Down aftd Connor was conferred on him. He died 
1667. Selections from his hymns are at — 

St. John the Evangeliefe Day, 

Quinouayesima Sunday, 

The Third Sunday in lent. 

Ascension Day. 

The Tenth Sunday after Trinity. 

The Conversion of St. Paul. 

THOMPSON, William.— Author of a poem on sickness. His 
verses are at — 

Whitsunday, 

The Mfth Sunday after Trinity. 

2a 
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YATJGHAN. Henbt.— Bom 1621. A native of Bredmock- 
ahire. Of Jesus College, Oxford. The law was the prafes- 
sloii of his choice; but^ when the regular course of law was 
suspended by the civil war^ he studied physic, and was 
esteemed skimil. He lived in harsh and troublous times, 
which were often as it were reflected in his verses. Selec- 
tions from them are at — 

Mominff. 

The First Sunday in AdvetU, 
St. Stephen's Day. 
Quinquagesima Sunday, 

YENNABB, Bichasd.— A gentleman of Lincoln's Inn. An- 
ther of a panegyric on Queen Elizabeth, and "The right way 
to Heaven," a poem published in 1601. A selection from it 
isat— 

St. Matthew's Day. 

WALLEB, Edmund.— Bom 1605, at Colshill, Bucks. Of King's 
College, Cambridge. His was a strange variable career. 
Elected to Parliament at the age of 18, he spoke against the 
King and clergy, but urgued in favour of Episcopacy. Sent 
to the Tower on suspicion of a plot to deliver the City to the 
King, and condemned to be hanged, an abject submission 
saved him. Sent into exile, but recalled by Cromwell's fa- 
vour. Be panegyrised and commemorated the deaUi of the 
Protector, and welcomed the King by a poem. Again elected 
to serve in Parliament, lie was one of the most decided 
enemies of Lord Clarendon. Died 1687. Selections from 
his poems are at — 

ITie llpentieth Sunday after D^nity. 
St. Bamabofts Day. 

WATTS, Isaac— Bom 1671. He kept the even tenor of his 
way in verv troubled and changeful times. Engaged in 
tuition, in the duties of a minister to a dissenting congrega- 
tion, and in literary pursuits. Died 1741. A setection fixHn 
his poems is at — 

The Sunday after Ascension Day, 

WITHEB, Geoboe.— Bom 1588. He passed a life of yiciad- 
tude. While at Oicford, and just beginning to value highly 
the opportunity of study, he was called home by his father 
to assist in the cultivation of his estate. Quitting Uiis employ- 
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ment in disgust, he went to court, Eomply supposing that he 
had but to apply in order to obtain pa^onage. Being neg- 
lected he wrote "Abuses stript and whipt," which pro- 
cured for him the unpleasant notice of a committal to 
Newgate. He was of the Parliamentary party during the 
civil war. After the [Restoration he contmuea to write so 
severely against the monarchy, that his last work had the 
same effect as his first. He was sent to the Tower, and pro- 
bably died there, 1669. Selections from his verses are at — 

Sunday. 

The Second Sunday after the Epiphany. 

The Sixteenth Sunday after Trinity, 

Nineteenth Sunday after Trinity. 

The Presentation of Christ in the Temple. 

St. John the Baptist's Bay. 

St. Luk^s Bay. 

Catechism. 

WOTTON, Sni HENUY.—Bom 1568. After an academical edu- 
cation he travelled for several years. A great part of his 
life was spent abroad in embassies and scenes of political ac- 
tivity. Attached to the party of the Earl of Essex. He took 
holy orders late in life, and was Provost of Eton. Selections 
from his works are at — 

Wednesday before Eastw. 

The Twenty-third Sunday after Trinity. 

WORDSWORTH. William.— Of his long and retired life there 
is little to be told. His poems are very generally known. A 
selection from tiiem is at — 

The Fourth Sunday after Trinity. 

WYATT, Sm Thomas.— Bom 1513. Friend of the accom- 
plished Earl of Surrey ; generally in favour with Henry VIII. 
and employed by him in foreign missions. He fell under 
suspicion in the enquinr respecting Anne Bolejni, but justi- 
fied himself. His exertion in a hot day. to escort pronerlv 
the ambassador of Charles Y. to Falmoutn, caused his deatn 
at Sherborne. A selection from his poems is at — 

The Fifth Sunday after Trinity, 
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YOUNG 



[)nNG, Edward.— Bom 1681. Of AU Soul's Golloffe, Ox- 
f(nrd. Studied the law, and offered hixuBelf as a can^ooate for 
Parliament, but was rejected. He took holy orders, married 
Lady Elizabeth Lee, daughter of the Earl of Lichfield, was 



THaoB chaplain to the King, and presented to the lining of 
Welwyn, Jlerts. Died 1765. Selections from his poems are 



at- 



I%e Third Sunday in Advent, 
The Fifth Sunday in Lent. 
The Sunflay after Ascension Day. 
The Eighth Sunday after Trinity. 
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